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Once known as a glamorous 
center of Broadway night life, 
world famous Times Square 
has become a seething caul- 
dron of vice, prostitution and 
perversion where anything 
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Just 4 orders daily for my super comfort shoes will make 
the down payment for you . . . and you can easily pay 
the balance with the profits I’ll show you how to make! 



MASON 


i SHO fj 


FG. CO. 

.. G-406 

CHIPPEWA FALLS, WIS. 


our Industry Since 1904 ) 


230 

different styles 


At last . . . even in your spare time . . . you can start a business that makes money 
fast ... so fast it can put you in a 1960 car of your choice in one short month! 
Here's how: At our expense, we’ll set you up in a profitable Mason "Shoe Store" 
business. You need no previous experience ... don't invest a dime! James Kelly 
tried our offer and made S93.55 in just one evening's friendly work! Yes. everyone 
wants exciting. Nationally Advertised Mason Shoes. That's why you pocket 
steady cash profits, enjoy easy repeat sales, big money . . . plus monthly bonus 
checks and rich prizes! 

YOUR OWN BUSINESS! 

It’s easy, because you run this "Store" from home. Just show the hundreds of Mason Shoe 
and Jacket styles to friends, relatives, people at work . . . and take their orders! It's so 
CONVENIENT for your customers! You have no inventory ... no overhead expenses 
... yet you keep 100% of the profit ! 

Mason Shoes SELL FAST! 

You'll olfer over 230 styles for men and women . . . featuring foamy soft air-cushion 
innersoles . . . every shoe so comfortable they almost sell themselves for dress, work, sport 
wear. You'll have no problem fitting people, because you draw on our stock of over 250,000 
pairs . . . sizes from 2 l /i to 15, widths from AAAA to EEEE. Your customers are delighted. 
Remember, Mason Shoes aren't sold by stores . . . folks must buy these Nationally 
Advertised Shoes from you. 

FREE SELLING KIT! 

The moment we receive the coupon below, we’ll rush your complete Business Outfit FREE 
and postpaid! You'll receive a powerful Outfit showing the full Mason line in color; a 
dramatic 10-second Air Cushion demonstrator; "how-to-make-money" Booklet; special 
measuring board; National ad reprints . . . Good-Will Gifts . . . everything you need to 
start making big money your very first hour! 

START SELLING NOW! 

Stop dreaming about that new car . . . now you can own it by rushing this coupon to us 
at once! Just 4 easy orders a day will easily give you enough profit in one month to make 
the down payment— and your profits in this exciting business should soon pay for the car 
and many other luxuries besides! 

Mail the coupon today! 


MR. NED MASON, Oep 
Chippewa Fall*, Wltcon 
Send my FREE Builnei 


Arc You 

“standing 


smi" on your job? 


You can justify a real pay raise and a bet- 
ter position — by making one simple move 
— the move that opens the way to more 
earnings and promotions - practical training. 

If YOU are “standing still” on your 
job— no promotions— only token increases 
in pay — then you had better do some- 
thing about it. You know that if you are 
untrained, your chances of getting ahead 
are slim. NOW .IS THE TIME TO PREPARE. 

WILL RECOGNITION COME? 

The only answer, as you know, is that success does come 
to the man or woman who is really trained. LaSalle has 
provided the “key to success” for many thousands of 
ambitious people who have sought our training for more 
than fifty years. | “ ■ 

Get all the facts. I nvestigate the oppor- 
tunities in your chosen field. It costs you 
nothing to learn about LaSalle’s proven 
and tested accredited correspondence 
courses in the major fields of business. 

You can train right in the privacy of your 
own home, progressing at your own rate. 

You lose no time from work, and your 
instructors guide you every step along 
the way through our famous Practical 
Problem Method. Low cost — easy terms. 

Don’t let promotions pass you by — do 
something TODAY about your future. 




EXTENSION UNIVERSITY 

A CORRESPONDENCE INSTITUTION 
417 So. Dearborn St. Dept. X-791 Chicago 5, III. 


The coupon below is for your convenience. Simply 
mark the program in which you are most interested, and 
mail at once. We’ll send you, without obligation, free 
booklets describing that field together with the oppor- 
tunities and what you must know to be a success. 

ACCREDITED MEMBER. NATIONAL HOME STUDY COUNCIL 


LA SALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY, A Correspondence Instilulion 
417 South Dearborn Street, Dept. X-791 Chicago S, Illinois 
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A Practical New Way to 

End Your Job Worries! 



TRAIN AT HOME FOR A SUCCESSFUL FUTURE IN 

AIR CONDITIONING 

AND REFRIGERATION 


25 

BIG KITS 


If you want an interesting job that pays real 
well and offers year-round work— get into 
Air Conditioning and Refrigeration! It’s a 
big, uncrowded field that is well-established 
—yet growing fast! Each year over 20,000 
newly-trained mechanics are needed. No 
wonder! Today there are 150 million units 
in use— and each year over 6 million new 
air conditioners, refrigerators and freezers 
are manufactured. All units need periodic 
service. The pay? It ranks with the best! 

Refrigeration mechanics is an easy trade to 
learn . . . Especially when you get your training 
through CTI. You can learn at home in spare 
time by practicing with commercial equipment. 
Get all the facts about this wonderful new way 
to acquire a highly-profitable technical edu- 
cation. Mail coupon today for fact-filled free 
booklets. No obligation whatever. 



Easy Way to Start a Business 

Own a business— and enjoy indepen- 
dence. Thrill to the satisfaction of 
being the boss. Give orders— not take 
them! The refrigeration field is ideal 
for getting started on your own. You 
can make friends as you make service 
calls. In time, you’ll have a list of 
potential customers. You can also 
sign service contracts with food 
stores, taverns, restaurants, etc. 
Thousands of CTI graduates have 
their own successful small shops. 

Get Into Auto Air Conditioning 

Experts say that over 400,000 air condi- 
tioners are to be installed in autos this year. 

The field is growing very fast. Already auto 
shops are advertising for skilled air condi- 
tioning mechanics. Opportunities are excel- 
lent for starting repair shops. Some day, air 
conditioners will be standard equipment on 
cars. So get in on the ground floor now. Our 
catalog has information on this specialized, 
profitable field. It’s worth looking into. 

TYPICAl LETTERS FROM SUCCESSFUL STUDENTS 

“I have been very busy. Had an offer to work for an appliance 
dealer but it looks like I'll be in business for myself before long.” 
—Frank Fuller, Wells, N. Y. . . .“Am now working in the field. 
Earn $40 more per month than before.”— Frank Krotzer, Houston, 
Texas ... "I not only got a job, but today am foreman, earning $60 
a week more than before I enrolled.”— E. E. Hughes, Chicago . . . 
"Have my own business. Only problem is: Too much business!" 
—Conrad King, Cynthia, Ky. You can do as well as these men! 


m 
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You Get Experience as You Train Because 
You Practice with Commercial Equipment 

Another CTI first! You learn by practicing— you get experi- 
ence as you train— because CTI sends you 25 kits. You get 
all parts and tools to build a heavy-duty, commercial-type, 
l A h.p. condensing unit (illustrated above.) You build an air 
conditioner, freezer, refrigerator, or milk cooler. You complete 
23 field-type projects— do 10 service and trouble-shooting 
jobs! You “boil down” years of apprentice-like training into 
months. Kit training perfects your skill, provides practical 
knowledge, assures useful experience, and helps you learn 
faster! CTI makes your home a training center. 

Earn Extra Cash in Spare Time as You Train 

Because CTI training is so practical, you’ll soon be making profit- 
able service calls. Perhaps you’ll work “on your own." Or, you may 
prefer to get a part-time job with a local appliance dealer or air 
conditioning contractor. You can add to your income this way. With 
extra cash, you can buy additional shop equipment, pay your tui- 
tion, even bank money. Be sure to mail coupon for complete details. 
Act today Commercial Trades Institute, Chicago 26, Illinois. 

("commercial trades institute"! 


1400 GREENLEAF AVENUE 
CHICAGO 26, ILLINOIS DEPT. R-74 8 

Tell me how I can qualify for a better job or a business 
of my own. Send booklet. Success in Air Conditioning 
& Refrigeration, and Lesson Sample. Both FREE. 


A Non-Profit Organization 



by National Home Study Council 
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VIVACIOUS 


BETTY BROSMER 





Almost 5" high. 
Finest Black Patent 
Leather. In all sizes 
to IOC. $24.95 


SILHOUETTE 


480 Lexington Ave., 
New York 17,N. Y. 

I mo the following ordo 


GUARANTEE 


You must be 100% * 
satisfied as to I 
fit or quality or every • 
penny will be refunded! • 


CATALOG 
FULL YEAR S 
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Enclose 25c 
| for postage I 
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I fired once, and then again . . . 
there was no sign of the bullets 
striking the monster. 


9 


SOME SAY HE DOES, SOME 


SAY HE DOESN'T EXIST. BUT 


I KNOW FOR SURE THAT 


THERE IS AN ABOMINABLE 


SNOWMAN-BECAUSE 


I SAW HIM! 


By SONAM TAKI 

as told to 

RICHARD PLATT 

(Editor’s Note: Son am Taki is 
a Sherpa guide, one of the natives 
of Nepal who live in theHimalaya 
Mountains and spend their lives 
traversing the slopes of Everest, 
Annapurna, and the other great 
peaks tvhich make up the “top of 
the world.” Sonam is a veteran 
of numerous climbing expeditions, 
but his most incredible exploit 
occurred in April, 1959, on the 
slope of Kanchenjunga just above 
his own village. This is his own 
account of that exploit, as he told 
it to Richard Platt in Darjeeling, 
India, a few months afterward. A 
well-educated Sherpa, who speaks 
English, knows how to use modem 
guns and exploration equipment, 
and is not carried away by local 
superstitions, Sonam is a reliable 
observer and a clear-headed one. 
This is his story, just as he 
lived it.) 

I WAS at the little settlement of 
my tribe on the slope of Mount 
Kanchenjunga, which is the 
third highest mountain in the 
world. It was just before the 
storm season, early in the month 
of April. We were right below 
the Zemu Gap, a pass 19,000 feet 
high that cuts through from the 
Tibetan side of the Himalayas on 
10 


the northeast, to the Nepalese 
side, on the southwest slopes. 

There have been signs of the 
Yeh Teh (Abominable Snowmen) 
for many years around the Gap. 
We knew they were there. We 
had seen their tracks, and two of 
the oldest men had seen one of 
them at a distance years before. 
He was very big, over seven feet 
tall, and broad, and covered with 
heavy, reddish brown hair, and 
had a tall, pointed head. The hair 
covered his whole body, but not 
his face. And when the men from 
our tribe followed him, they could 
not keep up with him. He climb- 
ed straight up a steep wall, and 
disappeared into the Gap. 

Another time one of our yaks 
strayed away, and I followed his 
tracks in the snow. Suddenly they 
were mingled with tracks like 
those of a bare-footed man, only 
bigger than the feet of any man, 
and there was snow kicked up 
and marks of a fierce struggle 
and much blood, and the yak’s 
tracks ended there, but the giant 
man foot-prints went off again, 
and behind them there was the 
bloody track of the yak’s body 
being dragged along. Finally the 
tracks disappeared against the 
foot of a rock face too steep for 
any man to climb without a rope 
and a pick. But a small streak 
of blood high up on the rock told 
the story. The Yeh Teh had gone 
up the rock carrying the yak with 
him. 

I looked at that and trembled. 
What could any man do if he 
caught up with such a monster? 
The strongest man would never 
be a match for the Abominable 
Snowman. And yet I dreamed of 
someday seeing this strange 
creature. I was to see that dream 
come true in a way that would 
always haunt me. 

On that day in April of last 
year, it happened. 

My friend, Bhuta Rau, came 
running down the trail, waving to 
me and shouting something I 
could not understand as I stood 
in front of my stone hut scanning 
the sky for a coming blizzard. I 
watched him for a moment and 
then I realized that he was very 
frightened and was shouting the 
same thing over and over. I start- 
ed towards him, and then I heard 


it. 

“Rana. Rana’s gone. It’s got 
Rana. It’s got Rana!” 

“What’s got Rana,” I cried as 
I approached him. Rana was his 
young sister — a small, soft-voiced 
girl with great dark eyes as rich 
as velvet, skin like flower petals, 
and the face and form of a beauti- 
ful woman-to-be. She was only 
16 years old, but already was 
gazed at with unconcealed long- 
ing by men from the nearby vil- 
lages. Since their parents were 
dead, Bhuta, who was 24, looked 
after her closer than most fathers 
do their daughters. 

“Yeh Teh, Yeh Teh! Yeh Teh 
has Rana — There — There !” He 
waved his arm furiously in the 
direction from which he had 
come, and up, up the slope, to- 
ward the Zemu Gap. There was 
an agony of fear in his face, and 
his Voice was shrill with terror. 

He turned back. “Please, bring 
help! Follow me! I am going 
back after her,” he shouted over 
his shoulder. 

I tried to hold him a minute, 
and find out more about it, but 
he shook off my grip, and started 
running. He only looked back 
once more, and there was utter 
desperation in his face. 

“I saw the tracks. Yeh Teh 
carried her off. I must catch 
them. Come quickly,” he called 
-•as he ran. 

I felt a chill of fear as I thought 
of Rana in the grasp of the crea- 
ture who had carried off a yak 
and climbed the rock faces a man 
couldn’t find a grip on. I turned 
and shouted to the other men, 
and when they came running, I 
told them what had happened. We 
hurried after Bhuta. He was far 
ahead of us, running among the 
rocks, but we could still see him. 
As we rushed after him, I thought 
“he has no chance of catching the 
monster, but if he did, what could 
he do?” And, I wondered, what 
could any of us do? Poor, pretty 
young Rana. She was certainly 
lost. And if any of us should 
overtake the snowman, we would 
be lost, too. 

The full force of the horror 
struck me, and I felt the full taste 
of fear, for myself, for all of us, 
for Bhuta and Rana. But at the 
( continued on page 50 ) 
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Movie starlets are the same the world 
over. They like to think of themselves as 
dramatic actresses but they're hired to 
show off their glamour and the more they 
show the greater the chance they have 
for success. Yuko Mori, the Japanese 
beauty, is no exception. Although she is 
classified as a dramatic actress, she has 
had no acting experience. In her short 
career with Daliei Motion Picture Studios, 
she has played nothing but glamour bits 
with a minimum of lines. In all likelihood 
these are the kind of parts she will go on 
having unless she gets a real break. 

As for the snakes, Yuko has a yen for 
the slimy creatures. Well, to each his own. 
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n her next movie, Miss Mori 
plays a night club dancer. 




With her day's work done and the snakes tucked into bed, Yuko now can relax and just be glamorous. 


After work Miss Mori goes home to her 
cool snakes and lets them curl around her 
curves. 


By BRAD DUNLOP 


ISLAND 

OF SIN 



FOR FOOTLOOSE MEN IN 
SEARCH OF ROMANTIC 
ADVENTURE THIS CARIBBEAN 
RETREAT IS THE PERFECT 
MECCA . . . 

ITowhere in the entire Carib- 
1 bean is sin so rampant as it is 
1 in San Juan, capital of Puerto 
Rico. Although prostitution is 
actually illegal on this island, as 
in any other part of the United 
States, the local police notoriously 
turn the other way as thousands 
of girls practice their nightly 
business of sin. 

On Calle Del Cristo, Calle For- 
taleza or Calle San Cristo, literally 
known as the “street of sin,” the 
Putas (“ladies of the evening”) 
can be found in abundance plying 
the world’s oldest profession. 
Though the thought of so many 
love-for-sale ladies openly solicit- 
ing might sound depressing, there 
is nothing dismal about this area, 
and any overnight lover with a 
few bucks in his pocket will tell 
you that no other part of San 
Juan can match it in color, live- 
liness and come-hither appeal. 
And there’s a good reason for this 
— the Putas are like no other 


prostitutes in the world. Enjoy- 
ing themselves, to them, is the 
most important part of their job. 

No matter how much money 
some playboy might be willing to 
part with for a dish of “instant 
love,” if he doesn’t appeal to the 
Puta of his affection, it’s no go. 
She’ll try to let him down easy, 
finding all sorts of excuses to 
avoid that trip to the boudoir. 
But if necessary she’ll give him 
a flat “no” and when this girl says 
“no” she means “no.” 

On the other hand if a Puta 
sees someone she likes in one of 
the bars she hangs out in, and 
he doesn’t react immediately to 
her charms, there’s nothing she’ll 
stop at to arouse his interest. 
She’ll manage to bump into him 
and before separating she’ll slither 
all over him like a snake. She’ll 
feel _ his muscles and whisper 
breathfully in his ear. If he still 
doesn’t respond, she’ll tauntingly 
question his virility. And as a 
last resort, she’ll offer “it” to him 
for nothing. 

The Putas are different from 
other “ladies of the evening” in 
another respect, too — an all im- 
portant respect. When someone 
takes one of these joy-girls to a 
hotel room, it isn’t one of those 
wham, bam, thank you ma’am 
deals. The passionate Putas en- 


On Calle Fortaleza, in front of shoe shop, a prostitute waits for customers. 
Hand motion is subtle way of soliciting. 



The Puta has to enjoy her work or the 
other side of the bed remains empty. 


This bar, on the corner of the 
notorious Calle Del Cristo, is a 
favorite hangout for prostitutes. 

joy sex, and their dates all enjoy 
a hectic but leisurely paced tingl- 
ing time. 

Although the Putas all work 
as individuals, they almost all ask 
for ten dollars. But, after bargain- 
ing, they’ll settle for as low as two 
dollars for a room. Since brothels 
are outlawed in San Juan, the 
harlots usually enjoy their busi- 
ness in hotels, rooming houses or 
in the private rooms above, below 
or behind the bars they frequent. 

The reason so many girls in San 
Juan turn to prostitution has a 
great deal to do with the city’s 
unwritten but carefully observed 
social rules. The “good” girls, 
Borinquenas, are carefully watch- 
ed and supervised from childhood 
on. Some even still have duenas 
who are never apart from their 
charges — even on dates, at parties 
and dances. 

If a Borinqueha should decide 
to work, social rules will not allow 

In San Juan, bars are labeled “On 
Limits" or “Off Limits” depending 
on whether they are crowded with 
Putas (prostitutes). You can guess 
which are the most popular. 





San Juan prostitutes are not camera shy. 


her to find employment except as 
a teacher, in a government office 
or a department store. Girls who 
work as waitresses or in any 
similar menial type of job are 
not accepted socially. And since 
society frowns on them, the un- 
trained girl figures she might as 
well become a prostitute. Since 
she makes a lot of money, com- 
pared to what the other San Juan 
working women earn, the store- 
keepers and merchants treat a 
Puta with the same respect they 
do a Borinquena. 

Putas turn up from everywhere 
but the greatest percentage of 
them come from two of the 
filthiest slum sections in Puerto 
Rico, El Fanguito and La Perla. 
The girls from these sections will 
do anything to escape the life led 
by their parents. Even some of 
the married women in these parts 
will become Putas to better their 
way of life. This doesn’t neces- 
sarily mean that their marriage 
is broken up since a great many 
of the husbands look upon pros- 
titution as just another type of 
job. 

Although no one takes out a 
Puta for conversational reasons, 
if you give one a chance to talk 
she’ll tell you, in anything from 
Spanish to pidgin English, that 
she’s always on the look-out for 
a husband, or at least a permanent 
lover, who will take care of her 
16 


for the rest of her life. 

Unlike the prostitutes and call 
girls in this country, the Putas 
have no pimps living off their 
earnings. At the most a Puta 
might have a lover who shares 
her bed during her non-working 
hours but he gets nothing out of 
her beyond her willingly given 
affection. 

One of the reasons the local 
police close their eyes to this 
wide-open traffic in illicit sex is 
that it is good for business. Word- 
of-mouth reports from delightful- 
ly satisfied customers brings an 
ever-flowing flock of fun-loving 
tourists looking for love fun, and 
tourists with this one thing on 
their minds are usually big spend- 
ers. The married participators 
rarely leave the island without 
buying some big gift for their 
wives to ease their own guilty 
consciences. 

At first glance this Island of 
Sin seems like the perfect para- 
dise for the over-sexed, under- 
sexed and perverted, since the 
Putas’ ages range down as low 
as twelve. 

But because the San Juan pros- 
titutes are different from their 
sister flesh-sellers the world over, 
there are also certain draw-backs 
to sharing a bed with one of them. 
If the man-on-the-town likes vari- 
ety in his love-play, there’s no 
trick the Putas don’t know or 


won’t perform. But if he* likes 
variety in his love partners, this 
is not the island for him to visit. 
Once he’s selected a Puta, she ex- 
pects him to remain loyal to her 
during his entire stay on the is- 
land. If he doesn’t and he’s 
caught, he’ll get a close-up of how 
fiery a latin temper can really get. 

Like one of our popular ciga- 
rettes, the Putas boast that “they 
satisfy.” When a customer 
switches from one to another, it 
is like a public announcement that 
she has failed to live up to the 
slogan and this leaves her open to 
all kind of ridicule from her sister 
joy-girls. 

As a rule, a Puta won’t take up 
with a man if she knows he has 
spent time with another one of 
her kind. This is not done out of 
loyalty but purely self -protection. 
The rejected Puta will avenge her 
wounded pride by physically at- 
tacking any prostitute who has 
stolen “her man” even if the 
visitor should be staying in the 
city only over night. The attack 
can come in any form from simple 
hair pulling to knife slashing. As 
for the fickle lover, he lays him- 
self open to a vitriolic verbal at- 
tack at the most inopportune mo- 
ment — such as when he’s dining 
with the boss, a prospective client 
or his wife. 

There’s another drawback, if 
you like atmosphere, to romanc- 




ing a Puta. Since most of the 
girls come from the slums, the 
rooms into which they invite their 
male guests may look like the 
Waldorf-Astoria to them but are 
actually dingy, desolate holes 
without even the benefit of run- 
ning water. One tourist told this 
reporter that he thought this was 
the reason the prostitutes work- 
ed so hard on their prospective 
clients, so by the time they enter- 
ed the room they would be so 
worked up they “wouldn’t mind 
the room being as bare as their 
joy-girl.” 

Actually, though, the Puta 
rarely does work-up her date be- 
fore going to her room. Since 
most of them work right off the 
streets, she couldn’t even if she 
wanted to do so. A few of the 
luckier Putas who have rooms 
facing the streets can and do lean 
out of their windows wearing very 
little so they can show off their 
charms, but that’s about as far 
as they can go. 

As for the Putas who work out 
of bars they follow a fairly rigid 
code of behavior which only 
allows them to use the places as 
contact points. They rarely break 
this code except in those instances 
where someone who really catches 
their fancy doesn’t respond as 
previously noted. Those who go 

Plushier red light girl, peers relaxedly 
from her window facing the street 
and potential customers. 


B-girl spends idle moment reading 
newspaper in front of bar.. 

beyond this find that it works 
against them. 

One Puta who was having a 
run of bad nights, which trans- 
lates into empty beds, staged her 
own striptease to the rhythms of 
the juke-box to attract attention. 
She found a customer that way 
but she also found that she wasn’t 
allowed back into the bar. This 
was a major calamity since the 
Putas who work out of bars have 

As the evening sun descends, prosti- 
tute trods the narrow side street off 
Calle Del Cristo to her work of sin. 


an advantage over those who use 
the streets exclusively. Some men, 
particularly American tourists, 
dislike picking up girls on the 
streets — especially when they 
have a choice. 

Although the Putas aren’t the 
only female company available to 
strange men, San Juan is not the 
place for any man who abhors 
paying for sexual companionship 
and prefers scoring on his own 
charm. Getting a date with one 
of the Borinquenas is impossible 
unless you actually know some- 
one who is acquainted with the 
family and can formally introduce 
you. Even then, the girl is always 
so closely guarded that all you 
can do is talk — or get married. 

Besides the Putas the only 
easily available feminine company 
to be found are the B-girls. 
Ostensibly these girls make a liv- 
ing by sharing a table and con- 
versation with you in a bar as 
long as you continue to buy drinks. 
Some of these girls work on a 
straight salary while others work 
on a commission depending on the 
number of drinks they can get 
you to buy. Although they keep 
drinking along with you, their 
drinks are usually nothing strong- 
er than sugar water. If you try 
to keep up with them, you’ve got 
(continued on page 53) 

On Calle Del Cristo, prostitutes can be 
seen leaning over balconies search- 
ing for willing males. 


17 




Hot Night in Chile 


Since it would be impossible to arrange for the entire population of Santiago to visit 
the Folies Bergere in Paris, the management of the Opera Theatre in Chile's capital has 
done the next best thing. They have brought the Folies Bergere to Santiago— or at least 
their version of it featuring the ribald sketches, fast-paced songs and dances and scantily clad 
damsels that have made the Folies Bergere the international institution it is today. 

To guarantee authenticity, the Opera House has imported a 27-year old French 
volcano named Xenia Monte who has been wringing applause and sighs from packed 
houses. Formerly with the original Folies Bergere, Xenia, a statuesque interpretive dancer, 
delights the customers with her lithe movements and sultry manner. Accompanied 
by an energetic group of male dancers and a provocative chorus line, many of them, like 
herself, from Gay Paree, she brings a touch of naughty Paris to this South American city. 
From the high-kicking can-can dancers to the final act set depicting the Eiffel Tower 
and the Arc de Triomphe the entire production is a reasonable facsimile of the original 
Folies Bergere— but not as lavish. But how could any version of the Folies fail when the 
all-pervasive theme is sex with the accent on the female form. Santiago had the right 
idea and as they said in that song, "South America Take It Away." 



The traditional can-cai 
applause — and encores. 


Chorus girl Lita Tamayo, makes up in her dressing room which 
is covered with photos of herself and friends in show business. 





No story of Paris life is complete 
without an occasional mad em- 
brace. 



In an interpretive dance, Miss Monte 
and her male accompanists depict, in 
a frenzied dance, the colorful life of the 
Paris Latin Quarters. 
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Ladies of the Latin quarter, as Xenia graphically demonstrates, must be flexible. 
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RAGE TAKES YOU ON A 
DARING TOUR BEHIND THE 
BRIGHT LIGHTS OF BROADWAY 
TO EXPOSE THE SEAMY SIDE 
OF DEGRADED TINSEL . . . 


HOPE 


The pictures outside the dance halls 
are always prettier than the girls 
inside. 


ZETTERUNG 


KNOCK ON WOOD 


Lewd souvenirs fleece tourists. 
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By LESTER HUTTON 
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D nless you live in New York 
City or have visited it recent- 
ly, you may still think of 
Times Square as the glitter capi- 
tal of the world. Actually, Times 
Square, once the heart of the 
Great White Way, has become a 
mecca for prostitutes, pimps, 
“pansies,” perverts, pick-pockets, 
procurers, pushers, phonies and 
pornography peddlers. 

The blazingly lit-up blocks, 
which were once a must-see sight 
for every tourist, are now, or 
should be, on the avoid list — un- 
less you’re in the mood for slum- 
ming. 

To give you the real lowdown 
on what should be called Smut- 
ville, U.S.A., this reporter spent 
two weeks visiting all the joints 
surrounding the Times Square 
area at different hours of the day 
and night. 

Except for the flashing of the 
latest news in electric lights on a 
revolving newsboard on the side 
of the New York Times building, 
the entire atmosphere of Times 
Square has changed. The feeling 
of glamor has been replaced by 
the cheapest carnival flavor. The 
once great theatres have been al- 
lowed to decay into broken down 
second and third run movie houses 
and the fine stores that used to 
surround them have been taken 
over by the “fast-buck” mer- 
chants who will sell anything you 
can imagine at a price. 

Starting on Broadway and 
walking up 42nd Street from 
Seventh to Eighth Avenue, you 
can find every kind of porno- 
graphy that’s ever been printed. 
Even the so called souvenir shops 
feature smut along with the min- 
iature Statues of Liberty they sell. 
Bashful bachelors can buy bed- 
sheets with full-length nude pic- 
tures of their Hollywood favor- 
ites, such as Marilyn Monroe, 
Anita Ekberg and Jayne Mans- 
field printed on them. There are 
thousands of obscene' business 
cards, placards and buttons for 
sale in these shops, too. Of 
course, compared to what you can 
find in the over-abundant number 
of bookshops cramped onto both 
sides of this one block, this is 
tame stuff. 

The bookshops carry magazines 
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which can be found on no news- 
stands and feature mostly pic- 
tures of nude girls. But these 
pictures are nothing compared to 
those sets of girlie pictures 
wrapped in cellophane, so you 
can’t thumb through them, which 
are featured on the counters at a 
minimum of a dollar a package. 
And these pictures are tame com- 
pared to the ones you can buy 
once they get to know you in 
almost any of these bookstores. 
This reporter, after hanging 
around one of the stores for over 
a week, was offered a set of novel 
playing cards. By flipping the 
edges of the deck, you could get 
a moving picture of a buxom 
beauty and a muscle-bound lad, 
both in the nude. Similar slides 
and movies were also offered for 
sale or rent. _ 

These stores also carry a line 
of books published by companies 
who, obviously, don’t give their 
addresses. The ones that are 
openly displayed are mild com- 
pared to the ones you can pick up 
when you become a steady cus- 
tomer, but they’re hot enough. 
To give you an example we’ll 
quote a passage from “Roamin’ 
Circus” by Claude Dauphine (no 
doubt a fictitious namej, a book 
anyone can buy whether they 
know you or not. 

“Ruth’s flimsy, scanty under- 
things were ripped away and torn 
off, as though they had been 
made out of nothing but sheer 
tissue paper. Then he was grab- 
bing at her breasts, holding the 
pear-shaped globes of lush love- 
lines up, as he paused to suck in 
his breath and admire them, now 
that he had her successfully 
pinned down — had Ruth just 
where he wanted her: 

‘“Baby, baby, BABY!’ he 
moaned with biting relish. ‘Man, 
oh, man ; you sure are somethin’. 
Just like two great big honey- 
suckle pears. Yeah, so juicy and 
ripe — just askin’ to be eaten up. 
California style, too — a nice 
golden-yellow with candied cher- 
ries on top. Man, oh man ; they 
sure are somethin’ though.’ . . .” 

Yes, that’s a typical passage 
from a book anybody can buy in 
the Times Square bookshops. But 
what goes on in these pages is no 
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It’s not safe to travel except in pairs 
— and sometimes not even then. 
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worse than what goes on in the 
streets of Smutville, U.S.A. 

The most obvious of the dis- 
tasteful sights to be seen in Times 
Square is the hugh horde of 
homosexuals who parade the area 
in search of “fellow” queers. Be- 
sides the movie theatres, one of 
their favorite meeting places is 
the arcade entrance to the sub- 
way on the corner of Broadway 
and 42nd Street. As crowded as 
the streets might be, like dogs, 
they can smell each other out. 
Most of them wear skin tight 
trousers and, when the weather 
permits, sweaters tied around 
their swinging hips. Many of 
them, both white and Negro, wear 
make-up and openly call each 
other by women’s names. 

The homosexual who’s on the 
make for new blood will hang out 
in the men’s 'room of the Times 
Square subway station or in the 
rest room of one of the nine movie 
houses that crowd 42nd Street. 
The more daring of the queers 
won’t hesitate to make a pass at 
another man seated in the bal- 
conies of these theatres — especial- 
ly when they’re fairly empty early 
in the morning or late at night. 
If you should be seated in one of 
these movie houses and feel a 
strange hand on you, the last 
thing to worry about is that it’s 
a pickpocket. When a Times 
Square pickpocket goes to work 
on you, you never know it until 
it’s too late. Innocent patrons of 
these movie houses have been 
known to leave with the whole 
rear or side of their trousers cut 
away and never being able to re- 
call how or when it had been done. 

Besides homosexuals, there are 
other types of sexual perverts 
who call Times Square their home 
away from home. For the most 
part these patronize the Sex- 
Movie houses, such as the Rialto 
and the New York, which feature 
nudist movies, burlesque movies 
and equally cheap films with plots 
that are just this side of stag 
movies. 

Less obvious than the queers, 
but still operating out in the open 
are the dope peddlers who feel 
that they are safer passing on 
their “fixes” in the middle of the 
continually passing mobs than in 


some traceable secret hide-away. 
It’s a fact that most of the fre- 
quenters of the Times Square area 
have only eyes for what they are 
seeking or, if they should see 
something wrong going on, will 
pretend not to notice it for their 
own safety. Most of the under- 
world characters who do business 
in Smutville are armed with guns 
or at least deadly knives which 
are sold openly in the area. Some 
of the windows in Times Square 
look like an ad for an arsenal. 

The dance halls in the Times 
Square area also add nothing to 
the falling reputation of Broad- 
way. However these places are 
not hangouts for prostitutes as 
many gullible patrons suspect. In 
exchange for a ticket purchased 
for anywhere from a dime to a 
quarter you can dance with any 
of the girls who aren’t busy at 
the moment. Since the girls work 
on a percentage deal they’ll pro- 
mise to meet you later, but, for 
the most part, they never keep 
these after closing dates. If any 
of these girls, who rarely look 
as attractive as their pictures dis- 
played outside the dance hall, real- 
ly wanted to work as prostitutes 
they could make more money in 
less time than they do as taxi 
dancers. This is not to say that 
these girls are innocent virgins. 
But when it comes to sex, it’s 
with whom and when they want it. 

The professional prostitutes in 
Times Square usually work out 
of the Eighth Avenue bars. A 
great many of these are very 
young girls who concentrate on 
soldiers and sailors and are will- 
ing to settle for a date, a few 
drinks and a few dollars. The 
more experienced prostitute, 
though, won’t spend that much 
time on any one customer uniess 
she’s sure he has a large bankroll 
on which she can get her hands 
one way or another. She won’t 
hesitate trying to get her “date” 
drunk so she can roll him with- 
out even delivering what he ori- 
ginally agreed to pay for. 

The older and more broken 
down prostitutes operate in the 
movie houses along 42nd Street. 
They’ll single out a lone customer, 
sit down next to him and start a 
conversation with the old “Do you 


have a match ?” bit. If this doesn’t 
work, they’ll lift their skirts to 
their hips to adjust a stocking etc. 
When they hook a customer, they 
usually try to finish their busi- 
ness right in the theatre. Most 
of these movie houses have box 
sats which have been roped off 
for the very reason that the 
prostitutes want to use them. But 
these old pros make a point of 
getting to know the ushers and 
paying them off in their own way 
so that they’ll look the other way 
when one of the regulars leads a 
pick-up into the box. The ushers 
sometimes will even stand guard 
to make sure the couple isn’t dis- 
turbed. 

These movie house prostitutes 
usually ask ten dollars but will 
even take as little as a dollar. 
Many of them are dope fiends and 
deperately need the money to 
get themselves a shot of heroin 
which is often delivered to them 
right in the theatre and the box 
seat is used for the needle job, 
too. 

By now most of you readers 
must be asking where are the 
police while all this is going on. 
Well, the police are right there. 
In fact, the Times Square area is 
more carefully policed than any 
other area in New York City. But 
the police are helpless to do any- 
thing unless they catch someone 
in the act of breaking the law and 
this is no easy matter when the 
second-rate citizens of Smutville 
have so many places in which to 
operate undercover. What’s worse 
the police will continue to be 
helpless until the owners and 
operators of the Smutville hang- 
outs are willing to cooperate. But 
as long as there’s a quick dollar 
to be made, that time will never 
come. 

The End 
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"You having trouble, Jim?" 
One of them asked the operator. 


T he show operated on a strip 
of rented pasture just out- 
side the city. In tlie hub of 
the area was the smell of 
ozone, a carousel, a ferris-wheel, 
and a machine that spun greyish- 
looking taffy candy. Flanking 
this not-too-impressive array 
was the ' familiar bullpen of 
concession-stands where gruff- 
voiced barkers made their pitch 
against a backdrop of naked 
light bulbs and cheap junk- 
jewelry. 


At the far edge of the lot a 
ball-and-alley type game was in 
operation. It was an ordinary 
layout — just a wooden alley 
about six feet long with indenta- 
tions at the far end, half of 
which were painted red and half 
green. 

The barker pushed what look- 
ed like a pair of croquet balls 
toward me. “Try your luck, 
mister,” he rasped. “A dollar 
against your quarter you can’t 
roll it into the red!” 


I examined the board. Fully 
half the holes were red. Further- 
more, the ball had to go into one 
of the openings. Which meant 
that the pitchman was laying 
four-to-one odds on what should 
have been an even-money bet. 

I dropped a quarter on the 
counter, took one of the balls 
and dribbled it down the alley 
where it rolled around a bit and 
finally dropped into one of the 
holes ... a red one. 

(continued on page 5 It) 


By JACK LEWIS 
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They caressed and massaged 


<2RIS OIF THE 

MARQUESAS 

By HENRI HASARD 

THERE IS NO WORD FOR VIRGIN IN THE LANGUAGE OF THE 
MARQUESAS. IN FACT, THERE ARE NO VIRGINS . . . 


W hen the blind poet, John Mil- 
ton, wrote “Paradise Lost” he 
was thinking of the heavens 
above. But he could just as easily 
have been referring to the heav- 
ens below — the Marquesas. This 
group of islands is, literally, a 
paradise on earth and was even 
more so before the so-called civi- 
lized white man discovered them 
and tried to improve on perfec- 
tion by introducing their man- 
made morals, disease, drugs and 
alcohol. 

Located 740 miles northeast of 
Tahiti, in the south Pacific Ocean, 
the Marquesas are a group of 
eleven volcanic islands which now 
belong to France. Like the golden, 
copper-toned inhabitants, the is- 
lands are all beautiful and fertile. 

Until the arrival of the white 
explorers, who tried to believe 
sincerely that they were do-good- 
ers to appease their greedy con- 
sciences, the islanders never knew 
a day of sickness, sadness or 
hunger. The climate of the Mar- 
quesas is perfect, the land thickly 
covered with plant life and the 
people live on a healthy diet of 
bread-fruit, bananas, taro, sweet 
potatoes and copra, the dried meat 
of coconuts. 

But in one respect the Mar- 
quesas have never changed. It 
is still a paradise — especially for 
men. Where else in the world are 
women brought up for just one 
purpose — to satisfy all the desires 
for the male. And, happily, 
nothing anyone has done has been 
able to change this. 

The original inhabitants of the 
Marquesas were the Polynesians 
and their idea of a woman’s pur- 
pose in life has been faithfully 
passed down from generation to 
generation. When a Marquesas 


gentleman feels the need of con- 
versation, he doesn’t look for a 
woman, nor does he look for a 
woman when he needs a help- 
mate in work. To the islanders a 
woman is a plaything, a love 
object. 

This doesn’t mean that a 
woman’s lot in the Marquesas is 
a bad one. No indeed. In fact, it’s 
ideal. She’s like a delicate pet 
who is catered to and not expect- 
ed to do any work. Outside of 
bearing her husband’s children 
she does no labor of any kind. 

Actually Marquesas women are 
bred for love from birth. And 
from the minute a girl is old 
enough, she is encouraged to ex- 
press and satisfy her natural 
sexual curiosity and desires — 
with as many men as possible, as 
long as they are not close rela- 
tives. 

One of the first religious orders 
to land on the islands and try, 
unsuccessfully, to introduce the 
man-made morals of the cul- 
tivated white man, actually had 
to coin a word for virgin, since 
there wasn’t one in the Mar- 
quesas language. There still isn’t 
any need for one. 

It’s during this period of 
adolescent love-making that the 
girls establish their reputations 
as bed-companions which deter- 
mines whether or not they make a 
good marriage. Any man who 
marries a girl everyone knows to 
be an unsatisfactory lover invites 
disaster as he’ll be unable to get 
any second husbands. 

Second husbands is another 
age-old Marquesas custom that 
has survived all other changes. 
Since it is a man’s world on any 
of the eleven islands of the Mar- 
quesas, only a first-born daughter 
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is sure of survival. Subsequent 
born girls are often left to die 
and consequently the men far out- 
number the women. This, no 
doubt, is one of the reasons the 
women are treated like toys to be 
used only for pleasure. It is also 
the reason for second husbands. 

All married men are expected 
to select second husbands. These 
are usually younger brothers who 
in return for services to the mar- 
ried one received a share of the 
wife’s favors — consequently the 
name second husbands. And since 
a man’s economic and social 
status on the islands depends on 
how many second husbands he 
has, you can see the importance 
of marrying a girl who has a 
reputation as a great lover. 

Fortunately most of the women 
in the Marquesas qualify for the 
title. Since they start at such an 
early age, whatever lack of inter- 
est or bad habits one might have 
can be corrected before it’s too 
late. If one of the girls doesn’t 
have a flock of boys continually 
after her to share the moonlight 
and grass with her, one of the 
more experienced women will 


take the girl in hand. She’ll teach 
the youngster all the tricks she 
knows that drive men crazy and, 
if necessary, she’ll even have the 
young girl watch her in action so 
there’ll be no mistake about the 
right way to perform them. It 
isn’t long before the' girl is back 
on her back with the panting 
young males hot on her trail. 

One of the reasons that the 
islands have been able to maintain 
their way of life is that they are 
so far away from other populated 
centers that they have been spar- 
ed any large influx of outsiders 
who might have outnumbered 
them and subsequently introduced 
different customs. At one point 
in their history, there were over 
100,000 Polynesians in the Mar- 
quesas, but with the introduction 
of the white man’s diseases, they 
have dwindled to the current 
count of just a few hundred 
islanders. 

But don’t get the idea that the 
islanders are unfriendly to out- 
siders. Nothing could be further 
from the truth. From the day the 
Spanish explorer, Alvaro Men- 
dana, discovered the islands in 


1595 every visitor was treated 
with the greatest hospitality 
imaginable right down to the 
sharing of their young girls’ 
bountiful treasures. 

One visitor, the famous French 
artist, Paul Gauguin, was so 
overwhelmed with all the Mar- 
quesas had to offer that he forgot 
about his wife and children back 
in Paris and never went home 
again. He’s buried on Hiva Oa, 
the second largest of the eleven 
islands. 

Althought there is no definite 
proof, many believe that it was 
Gauguin who introduced syphilis 
to the islands. In those pre-penicil- 
lin days, the disease was deadly, 
and with everyone on the islands 
sleeping with practically every- 
one else it spread like a plague 
and did its share to reduce the 
population. It took ages before 
the Marquesas rid the islands of 
the scourge. 

Because of his great paintings 
of the island and its inhabitants, 
some people mistakenly credit 
Gauguin for bringing art and 
culture to the Marquesas. History, 
( continued on page 58 ) 


Marquesas girls have but one aim in life and that is to satisfy a man. 
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AJMON IN, the water's fine. Could it be that 
V buxom, bosomy, beautiful Meg Myles really 
gets her bathing suit wet? If she did she'd not 
only risk losing her membership card to the 
Cheesecake Union, but— if that bathing suit isn't 
Sanforized— her modesty as well. 

Meg, always a favorite with our readers, 
has tried her hand at movies and television, 
and she's quite an actress, too. 

Aside from swimming, Meg is quite profi- 
cient at other sports. She likes tennis, badmin- 
ton and best of all— and most surprising to 
readers— chess. How would you like to be 
"mated" by Meg? 

"After a hard day at the studio," says Meg, 
"I like to relax with a good book." Right now 
she's reading the national best-seller "Hawaii" 
by James Michener. Don't think, though, that 
Meg reads only popular fiction. Her tastes 
vary, from history and biography to poetry. 

A busy girl is Meg, for she also dabbles in 
art. No "paint-by-numbers" for her. She can 
execute a fairly creditable oil painting, "as long 
as I don't have to draw people." She numbers 
a few landscapes and still lifes among her 
finer efforts. 

I guess we're all agreed by this time that 
Meg Myles is quite a versatile young lady. • 



Meg Myles 





Virginia 

DeLee 


MIRGINIA DELEE was very happy with her job 
■ as an usherette at Television City in Holly- 
wood until a certain young photographer 
dropped in to catch a variety show. He spotted 
Virginia as she led him to his seat and gave 
her his card. 

The next day, prodded by her roommate, 
Virginia called him, and suddenly Television 
City lost its prettiest usherette. 

Virginia photographed as well as the photo- 
grapher knew she would, and soon she was 
catapulted to fame in numerous publications 
around the country. 

Only 21 years of age, Virginia is already 
among the most popular models in the nation. 

Although she has spent some four years in 
the television industry, she would rather go to 
some good movie than sit in front of her TV set. 

Ginny, as she likes to be called by friends, 
has been corresponding with a young marine 
stationed in North Carolina, but she insists that 
she isn't ready for the altar as yet. She would 
like to continue her modeling career and even- 
tually go back to television, but this time 
before the cameras. 

At present she's studying dramatics with 
an eye towards TV and the movies. We don't 
know anything about her acting abilities, but 
we do know that physically she's well qualified 
to be a success. • 
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June Wilkinson 


CVER since she was a freckled-faced lass in 
™ pigtails June Wilkinson wanted to be a 
doctor, but economic difficulties made June 
change her plans. And with her looks and her 
physical attributes what could be a more nat- 
ural field for her than the one she is in now, 
and one in which she has been immensely 
successful. 

June is a tall (5' 10") statuesque blonde, who 
has that certain quality which men want in their 
girl friends and wives. She's glamorous yet 
homey, and can she cook. In fact, cooking is 
her favorite hobby. June specializes in a French 
menu, sauces, wines and all the trimmings. 



She hails from California and was a baseball 
fan long before the Giants and Dodgers de- 
serted New York's millions for west coast gold. 
Now, she's a rabid Dodger rooter, and at- 
tended every game of the 1959 World Series 
played in Los Angeles. Maybe that's why they 
drew over 90,000 people for each of the three 
games. 

We are proud to have June with us in this 
our maiden issue. Perhaps in a later issue 
we can prevail upon her to supply us with 
enough pix to make up an impressive spread, 
one that will do justice to a girl as glamorous 
as she. • 


Sheila Rudy 


W HEN SHEILA RUDY was five years old her 
family left New York and settled in Cali- 
fornia. Now 22, Sheila is as beautiful as the 
California landscape. She is eternal spring. 
She is every man's dream. 

Sheila spends all of her free time, what little 
of it there is left after hours under the photo- 
grapher's hot lights, writing plays. She realizes 
she's a long way from being an accomplished 
playwright, but doggedly sticks to it. 

She has prepared herself well, reading and 
re-reading Shakespeare, Ibsen, O'Neill, Miller, 
Inge and Tennessee Williams. She thinks Wil- 
liams is a superb craftsman, but she doesn't 


always agree with the themes of his plays. 

Whenever she can get away Sheila loves to 
go sailing. She's quite an expert at it, too. 
Here's one gal who can tell you the difference 
between the stern and the bow, and never, 
never in her presence refer to the floor as 
anything but the deck. She's "yar" all the way. 

Sheila loves to model. She considers it more 
than just a way to earn a living. With her it's 
a way of life. 

She approaches everything in this manner, 
and we hope that she'll soon be back in New 
York, but this time as the author of a successful 
Broadway play. • 
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‘Tftovie S fanCet 

THE LURE OF THE BRIGHT LIGHTS, FAME AND 
FORTUNE MAKE THE EVER-FLOWING PARADE 
OF BEAUTIES TO HOLLYWOOD EASY PREY FOR 
THE PORNOGRAPHERS AND FLESH-PEDDLERS. 


I am desperate or I wouldn’t be 
willing to tell my story and 
reveal my shame. But I need 
the money to get out of this city, 
which has brought me only mis- 
ery, so I can try and start a new 
life — if it isn’J too late. 

I know, from so many of the 
other girls that I have met, that 
what happened to me is no dif- 
ferent from what happens to so 
many of the naive beauties who 
chase that illusive pot of Holly- 
wood gold. But this doesn’t make 
my disgrace, shame and tragedy 
any easier to bear. 

During my senior year in high 
school I won a beauty contest 
sponsored by the merchants of 
Allentown, Pennsylvania, where I 
lived. The local newspaper 
publicity and all the flattering at- 
tention I received because of this 
obviously went to my head. I was 
sure all I had to do was go out to 
the land of make-believe and all 
the film companies would fight for 
the privilege of getting my name 
on an exclusive contract. 

My family and number-one 
boy friend objected to my going 
but I had made my mind up. If I 
couldn’t go with their blessings I 
would run away if worse came to 
worse. Well worse did come to 
worse. After an argument with 
my father and mother at break- 
fast one morning, I cleaned out 
a couple of school bank accounts 
I had and headed for L. A. on a 
bus, which was the cheapest way 
to go. 


It’s only a little over a year 
since I left home, but I’ve cer- 
tainly lived a lifetime in those 
twelve months. Looking back 
now, I can’t imagine on what I 
expected to live when I reached 
L. A. since, after buying the bus 
ticket, I has practically no money 
left. I must have figured I’d get a 
job in the movies in a week at the 
most. In my mind it was as 
simple as that. 

When I arrived in Hollywood, 
I really thought Lady Luck was 
smiling at me. No sooner did I 
get off the bus than a young man 
introduced himself to me. His 
name was Vincent Allazio and he 
told me he was a talent scout for 
the Alec Widener Talent Agency. 
His job, he told me, was to hang 
around the bus terminal and be 
on the look-out for new talent. 

My ego was so flattered that I 
never gave it even a second’s 
that one look at my face and he 
could see the word “yokel” writ- 
ten all over it. 

Now, I don’t want to paint any 
picture of myself as all bright 
eyes and innocence. I had heard 
all about wolves and had even 
been out with some of Allentown’s 
choicest specimens, so I was on 
my guard with Vincent. 

But Vince, as he liked to be 
called, was shrewd. He made no 
false moves that first night. He 
helped me find a room in an in- 
expensive hotel and introduced 
me to several other aspiring 
actresses, at least I thought they 


were actresses — who lived there. 
He even told me they would help 
coach me when the time came for 
me to take my first screen test. 

The next morning when I show- 
ed up at Alec Widener’s office I 
was too excited to notice that it 
was nothing but a hole in the 
wall. But, at the moment, it look- 
ed like the entrance to Utopia. 
Vince introduced me to Mr. 
Widener who said his friends 
called him Buddy. I was to learn 
later that he was known by sever- 
al other names, too, none of which 
suited him as well as son-of-a b . . . 

Buddy told me that, before 
deciding to open his own agency, 
he had been with the biggest 
talent agency in the world, the 
Music Corporation of America. 
One call to MCA would have 
proved he was a phony and a liar 
but when opportunity seems to be 
knocking as fast as the beat of 
your heart who thinks of such 
things as checking up. 

Taking a legal form out of his 
desk, Buddy started asking me 
questions. No, I didn’t have any 
experience — outside of playing 
Juliet in a scene from “Romeo 
and Juliet” for our senior night 
in high school. Buddy told me 
not to worry about that. He’d 
fake some experience for me. 
Besides, with his contacts and 
my looks he was sure I was on 
my way to stardom. 

Then he asked me for pictures 
of myself so he could start send- 
ing them out to producers and 
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Getting off the bus full of hopes to crash the film studios. 



A cheap hotel is being touted as a "nice place to make friends”. Since she 
doesn't know anyone in the city, she gladly accepts his advice. 
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casting agents. When I told him 
I didn’t have any yet, he gave 
me a list of photographers, any 
one of which, he said, would 
make up an acceptable set for 
around fifty dollars. I left the 
office with the list and a broken 
heart. If I spent fifty dollars on 
pictures I couldn’t last another 
week in L. A. It would clean me 
out. 

Then Vince came to the 
rescue. Not knowing he and 
Buddy were really partners, I 
believed him when he told me he 
had overheard the picture bit. 
but didn’t want to butt in be- 
cause Buddy might not have 
liked it. But he had a friend 
breaking into the snapshot rack- 
et who couldn’t afford models 
and might trade the pictures if 
I’d do some posing for him. 

Of course the posing had to 
be in the nude. I objected, but 
Vince kept hammering away 
with that old bromide, “A photo- 
grapher’s an artist and to an 
artist shooting a nude is no dif- 
ferent than shooting a couple of 
grapefruits.” 

I wanted desperately to say 
“No,” but I needed those pic- 
tures for Alec Widener. Be- 
sides, I reasoned with myself, 
what could it mean to Vince 
whether I took those pictures or 
not. He wasn’t even going to be 
at the photography studio when 
they were shot. And, to clinch 
the debate with myself, those 
nude shots of Marilyn Monroe, 
Jayne Mansfield and Sophia 
Loren never did their careers 
anything but good. 

The photographer’s name was 
Joe Conrad. He was a tall, ugly 
looking beatnick whose studio 
was as filthy as he was. I had to 
bite my lip to keep from shout- 
ing out everytime he put his 
slimy hands on me since he in- 
sisted on showing me how to 
pose instead of telling me. I 
wanted to tell him off but I was 
afraid to say or do anything that 
would interfere with getting the 
other pictures I needed. Besides, 
I thought, a little feel never hurt 
any girl — as long as it didn’t go 
any further. And it didn’t. But 
what I didn’t realize was that 
there was no hurry. Vince, Bud- 
dy and Conrad, who was really 



a third partner, were setting me 
up like the proverbial clay 
pigeon in a shooting gallery. 

That night Buddy called me at 
the hotel. The pictures weren’t 
to be ready for three days, but he 
told me that if there was any 
chance of getting one proof 
sheet by the next afternoon, he 
might have a small part for me. 
It was late but I knew Conrad 
lived in his studio so I called 
him. He got nasty refusing to 
be rushed but finally calmed 
down and told me to come over 
while he figured out what he 
could do about it. Since he was 
so upset I didn’t dare ask him 
why he needed me there. Instead 
I went. I never realized that 
this was all part to their plan. 

When I reached the studio, 
Conrad was dressed in a bath- 
robe. I knew there was nothing 
under it since the loosely tied 
belt didn’t keep it from opening 
and he made no attempt to close 
it. Common sense told me to get 
the hell out of there right then 
and there but I had to get those 
pictures. 

Then he let me have it 
straight. He was expecting a 
chippie who was going to share 
his bed. If I was willing to play 
substitute, he’d call and tell her 
to stay home. He said he’d give 
me my pictures, free of charge, 
it I agreed to this arrangement. 
I know this sounds awfully 
naive, but at that moment my 
career was so important to me 
that I agreed to sleep with 
Conrad. 

When I showed up at the 
office with my pictures the next 
day, Buddy rushed out with 
them as if he actually were in a 
hurry to show them to someone. 
I was elated until he called me 
that evening to say that I had 
just missed getting the part. 
Several more near misses kept 
happening to me during the next 
few weeks. 

Of course both Buddy and 
Vince knew that I was running 
out of money. Then, just at the 
point when I was going to have 
to call it quits and write home 
for return fare, Buddy came up 
with a part. A friend of his 
was going to make a low budget 
( continued on page 59 ) 



The would-be starlet is startled when she gets the details of the plot from her 
co-stars in the stag movie. 


When she meets a decent young man, she realizes what she’s done, 
it’s too late. He’ll never marry her. 
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JAPAN'S KARATE CRAZE 
MAKES MURDER A SPORT 

K eio University in Japan has 
a school for killers. It’s not 
that Japan is prepping its 
youth for more wars or battles, 
nor is Keio a military college. But 
the university’s physical training 
department has, due to popular 
demand, opened a class in Karate, 
the deadliest combat “sport” ever 
devised by men. 

We use “sport” in a very limit- 
ed and special sense. For Karate 
bears as little resemblance to 
judo, boxing or cricket as skeet 
shooting does to the activities of 
Murder, Inc. Karate is the art of 
killing without weapons — the art, 
actually, of turning the whole 
human body into a murderous 
weapon. The study of Karate as 
a “sport” is now a popular new 
fad in Japan, but the sticky prob- 
lem facing fadists, and authorities 
as well, is that it is almost im- 
possible to perfect the practice of 
Karate without killing. 


In Karate exhibition bouts are 
hard to stage, and there is no 
such thing as carrying a match 
to a decision. Furthermore, 
among the most zealous enthu- 
siasts of Karate a regular cult 
has now sprung up with the guid- 
ing philosophy that the only true 
match to test competitors is a 
“kill or be killed” match. The 
authorities have outlawed any 
such competitions of course, but 
a secret society is now formed 
which selects a Karate champion 
through “all out” competition. 
The members are dedicated to the 
proposition that the only honor- 
able way of competing is to “win 
or be prepared to die,” and con- 
vinced that unwillingness to kill 
in competition is “cowardice.” 
There have been a couple of 
“accidental deaths” in Karate 
matches which police are certain 
were the results of these delibe- 
rate “win or die” competitions, 
but they have not been able to 
prove it. A number of other near- 
fatal injuries have occurred, also 
as a result of the all-out matches. 


The one concession the young 
Karate devotees make toward 
humanity is that they do not 
finish off an opponent if he is un- 
conscious or crippled to helpless- 
ness. This does not do much to 
solve the problem of curbing this 
society of death, though, for most 
Karate techniques are designed 
to kill instantly, and it is only 
when a key blow misses partially 
that a critical rather than an in- 
stantly fatal injury results. 

The deadly nature of Karate 
makes sense when one under- 
stands how it developed. It was 
originated as an outgrowth of 
“Kempo,” the Oriental version of 
“fist art,” or boxing. It was then 
developed in Okinawa to its dead- 
ly peak, not as a sport or recrea- 
tion, but as a life-and-death 
necessity, aimed at enabling Oki- 
nawans to fight back against an 
oppressive invader that had con- 
quered them. 

Before Okinawa was subjugat- 
ed by Japan in the World War II 
era, it was conquered and held for 
a number of years by the Chinese. 


Knuckles are toughened, muscles strengthened by blows against two and three 
thickness of wooden boards. The result is often bloody hands, but it pays off 
in incredible toughness. 




/ 



The Chinese conquest was a dif- 
ficult and bloody one, since the 
Okinawans fought stubbornly and 
resisted even after they had been 
occupied by the conqueror. As a 
result of their stubborn, die-hard 
resistance, Okinawans were for- 
bidden to have anything which 
might be used as a weapon. 

The Chinese occupying forces 
confiscated even pen knives, and 
made it unlawful for natives to 
own them. A determination grew 
in the Okinawans to develop some 
way of defending themselves and 
carrying on personal combat with 
the invaders without weapons. 
Karate, a system evolved through 
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cruelly difficult and painful disci- 
plines of the body, was the an- 
swer. 

Its whole purpose was to de- 
velop the human body, fists, el- 
bows, knuckles, legs, toes, head, 
heels, the whole body, into a 
deadly weapon which could com- 
pete successfully with opponents’ 
knives, clubs, and even pistols. 
The system was a success. Karate 
killers, as a result of their tor- 
turous training, were able to meet 
and kill armed opponents in a 
matter of seconds sometimes. 

Even after the immediate need 
for Karate passed, its fame re- 
mained legendary, but few persons 


ever really mastered the deadly 
art because the training and pre- 
paration was so difficult. Like 
judo, Karate uses the body as a 
kind of steel coil, which will yield 
without breaking, then spring 
back powerfully. And like judo 
Karate makes use of scientific 
leverages and knowledge of the 
body’s movement and structure, 
and the opponent’s strength is 
often turned back against him. 

Judo, however, like boxing, 
rarely kills anybody. It is used 
to throw an adversary, to pin 
him, or to disarm him and hold 
him helpless. Karate is just the 
( continued on page 60 ) 



‘Charles — you remembered!' 
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ABOMINABLE 

SNOWMAN 

(continued from page 10) 

same time I was aware of a ter- 
rible fascination — was I really 
going to see the monstrous snow- 
man at last, face the dread Yeh 
Teh, which I had heard about and 
talked about myself for so long? 

Out of the village, Bhuta reach- 
ed the open slope and began to 
climb. He went out of sight mo- 
mentarily, but we continued to 
move toward the spot where he 
had been. We still had his tracks 
before us and we were watching 
them as we hurried along. The 
wind was stronger and little flur- 
ries of snow were beginning to 
whip into our faces, but we could 
still see his tracks. There was 
not enough to cover them. We 
climbed up around a cut in the 
rocks where we had last seen 
Bhuta, and I heard a shout from 
my left. 

One of the men was standing 
pointing at the ground, a look of 
horror on his face. We looked 
down. It was not Bhuta’s tracks 
he pointed at. It was the spot 
where the monster of the rocks 
had struck. We saw a couple of 
footprints that were clearly 
Rana’s, and beside them, coming 
down from above were those of 
the Yeh Teh. It was clear what 
had happened, fearfully clear. 

Rana’s tracks came from below. 
The Yeh Teh’s came down from 
above. Then Rana’s simply 
stopped. And the monster’s head- 
ed back up among the rocks. They 
were the same huge prints I had 
seen before. And there was al- 
most twice the distance between 
them that there was between any 
of ours. He must be huge, I 
thought again. The other men, 
too, were gazing at the tracks in 
a kind of shocked fascination. I 
gripped the .30-30 rifle I was car- 
rying a little harder. After all 
three of us had guns, powerful, 
modern rifles. We might be able 
to help still. There was no blood. 
Only the monster’s tracks, fol- 
lowed by Bhuta’s. Maybe Rana 
was still alive. 

Without saying a word we look- 
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ed at one another and plunged 
ahead. The going got harder. The 
trail we were following now went 
straight up the mountain side. A 
little further on we came onto a 
ledge that jutted out from the 
face and we looked up. I caught 
sight of Bhuta, and shouted, 
pointing. The others looked up. 
He was very far ahead of us, far 
above us. He was practically run- 
ning up the mountain. The wind 
was rising and more snow was 
coming down. 

“Come,” I shouted, “we must 
catch up before a blizzard starts. 
We must not lose Bhuta.” 

“He is climbing like a fiend,” 
one of the men said. 

We started after him, climbing 
faster than before, as fast as we 
could. I tried to keep him in sight, 
but it was impossible. He would 
appear and disappear as he went 
among the rocks, or as I went be- 
hind a boulder. Ahead of the 
others, I shielded my eyes and 
looked up again. Suddenly Bhuta 
reappeared, or seemed to, much 
higher up, edging out onto a 
sheer, open stretch. 

“It can’t be him . . . that high,” 
I thought — and then I realized, as 
I got a better look. There was 
a figure up there, but it was not 
Bhuta’s. It was too big for him, 
too big for any man. And there 
was a huge bundle on the 
shoulders. I was looking at the 
Yeh Teh — the creature called in 
English the Abominable Snow- 
man. There it was! And the 
bundle across its shoulders must 
be Rana. 

I screamed something then. I 
don’t know what. I only know I 
was shouting and rushing up the 
slope, waving the others on be- 
hind me. They saw then, and 
there were gasps of astonishment 
and fear for the girl, but every- 
body climbed faster, even while 
they chattered about the in- 
credible size of the Yeh Teh. And 
as we climbed, all eyes strained 
upward toward the figures there. 

The monster was moving fast, 
but did not seem to be hurrying, 
and did not seem to be aware of 
any pursuers. He cut across the 
face of the slope for a while and 
I wondered about Bhuta. He 
must have gained too, I thought. 


And just at that moment I saw 
him. 

He had attained the open 
stretch behind the monster and 
was climbing with the frantic 
speed of a madman. He was much 
closer than I had expected he 
could be, and with the Yeh Teh’s 
delay Bhuta might soon be up to 
the level with him. Most of the 
distance between them now was 
lateral. Bhuta had not cut across 
the slope when the monster did ; 
he had continued going up. 

Now the monster was approach- 
ing a jumble of rocks and cuts 
in the surface. If he went into 
them, he might slow down. If 
he cut back to more open ground, 
he would turn back closer to 
Bhuta. And if he did, what could 
Bhuta do? 

“Hurry, hurry.” I screamed at 
the others. “We must hurry. 
Bhuta may catch up with him 
soon, and he will need help. He 
can’t stop the Yeh Teh by him- 
self. We have to catch up.” 

We redoubled our efforts, but 
we were still a good distance be- 
low them. The Yeh Teh had en- 
tered the cut in the face, and 
paused. He seemed to be picking 
around among the rocks, idly 
hunting for something, still un- 
aware of us, or Bhuta. Bhuta 
was as high on the slope now as 
his quarry, and he was moving 
across, toward the rocks, going a 
little above them. 

The Yeh Teh disappeared 
among the rocks, and then, in- 
credibly, reappeared without his 
burden. He had put Rana down. 
My heart sank. She must be dead, 
I thought. Bhuta stopped, too, 
crouching forward and looking. I 
knew that he was thinking the 
same thing I was. He was only 
about 30 yards from the rocks 
now, and the Yeh Teh was bound 
to see him soon. 

We were about 150 yards below. 
I could see the big, reddish figure 
of the Yeh Teh clearly, but the 
face was turned away from me. 
He was a big, lumbering thing, 
but he moved among the rocks 
with ease. He turned half to- 
wards us, and I had a glimpse of 
a light skinned face, without the 
hair that grew everywhere else 
on the seemingly naked figure. 


Bhuta had gone higher, and 
reached the edge of the cut, keep- 
ing some rocks between him and 
the monster. Now he was no more 
than 20 yards from the Yeh Teh. 
I wanted to call to him, but I 
knew that was foolish. He looked 
down and saw us, and motioned 
toward the lumbering, hairy fig- 
ure. Then he ducked down behind 
some rocks, and I realized he was 
moving to the Yeh Teh. It was 
useless for him alone, I knew. 
He had no gun. I wanted to yell 
at him, but I only urged my com- 
panions on fiercely. 

We were less than a hundred 
yards away when it happened. 
The giant, red, shaggy shoulders 
were only partially visible among 


the rocks, and we could not see 
Bhuta at all. But a small figure 
appeared near the Yeh Teh, crawl- 
ing among the rocks. 

My heart pounded. We all 
stopped and gazed in amazement. 
It was Rana, crawling away from 
the monster. She was alive, and 
apparently not badly hurt, if hurt 
at all. She darted up and ducked 
behind a rock, away from the red 
shoulders. She still did not know 
anybody was near, it was clear, 
for she was not trying to move 
towards us. We were scrambling, 
struggling up as hard as we could 
in the flying snow and the hiting 
wind. The snow was still coming 
only in flurries and was not heavy. 
We could still see. 


Rana started to run. She cut 
out on the open slope. The 
monster saw her, and turned in 
pursuit. In her frantic flight she 
stumbled and fell in the snow, and 
the great figure, moving with 
surprising speed was almost upon 
her when Bhuta stood up behind 
him, and charged the huge thing. 
We heard a faint cry in the wind 
as Bhuta yelled to attract the Yeh 
Teh’s attention. Rana saw her 
brother then for the first time, 
and screamed. The monster paus- 
ed for a moment between them, 
then reached for Rana, and got 
a hand on her. She squirmed 
away, however, and left him hold- 
ing a piece of her yak hide skirt. 
A nd at that moment, brave Bhuta 



“Boy! I wish we could switch to another channel!” 
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leaped full on the back of the 
monster with his small knife in 
his hand. That was the only 
v/eapon our comrade carried. 

We were within 50 yards of 
them by then, but lower down on 
the slope. I saw Rana run not 
away but toward the monster. 
She wanted to help her brother. 
I paused and fired my gun in the 
air, risking a snow fall to distract 


the Yeh Teh’s attention, but 
nothing happened. The furious 
fighting Bhuta was clinging to 
the back of the Yeh Teh, trying, 
it seemed, to climb up on the huge 
form, and for a moment they were 
one mass of struggling limbs. 

Then the Yeh Teh reached back 
with one huge arm, and before 
our horrified eyes plucked Bhuta 
from his back by the neck. The 



monster pulled Bhuta over his 
head, holding him out in one hand 
in the air. Rana’s scream could 
be heard over the wind. The Yeh 
Teh then peered down over the 
rocks directly at us and flung our 
friend through the air down the 
slope toward us, flung him as we 
might fling a leather coat. 

Bhuta’s body struck in front 
of us and tumbled down the slope 
almost to our feet. The monster 
stared down at me from no more 
than 25 yards above. He looked 
as big as the side of the mountain. 
His face was horrible, but it was 
not an animal’s face. It was that 
of some mon' t-ous kind of man 
I’d never se„n before. The nose 
was slightly flat, and the forehead 
sloped way back. The eyes were 
small, and deep set in the huge 
hairy head, and the mouth was 
wide and ape-like with long, crook- 
ed teeth. He shook his head an- 
grily at us. 

I got the broad breast full in 
the sights of my rifle. I fired once 
and then again, quickly. I could 
not have missed, but there was 
no sign of the bullet striking the 
monstrous- face or form. The 
guns of my friends also exploded. 
We must have hit him but he did 
not show it in any way. Then he 
turned and grabbed up the 
screaming Rana who tried to run 
down the mountain toward 
Bhuta’s inert form. 

The monster flung her over his 
shoulder as though she were no 
heavier than a rabbit, and turned 
and swung up the mountain away 
from us. Through the wind Rana’s 
horrified scream pierced my ears 
and my heart. None of us shall 
ever forget it I know. Her face 
was contorted with terror as she 
looked down at us for one terrible 
moment. It was the face of a 
young girl who had lived through 
a nightmare. Then it was lost be- 
hind the rocks as the Yeh Teh 
ran up the slope. 

We rushed after him, but he 
pulled away from us easily. Bhuta 
was dead when we got to his 
body. I hardly paused over my 
friend, because I wanted to try 
to reach his sister, but the Yeh 
Teh moved with incredible speed 
among and behind the rocks. I 
had one more glimpse of Rana’s 
face frozen into a mask of pure 
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terror, but she did not cry out 
anymore. 

We kept the monster and the 
girl in sight for some time, but 
when we reached the top of the 
pass at Zemu Gap, we never saw 
him again. We followed the 
tracks up into the gap, but there 
the snow was coming down thicker 
and the path was swallowed up. 

We carried Bhuta back to the 
village, and gave him honorable 
rites, for he had died bravely, but 
nobody will ever know what hap- 
pened to his lovely young sister. 
She has not been seen or heard 
of since. She was not dead when 
I last saw her, but perhaps it 
would have, been better for her if 
she had been. 

I’ll never forget her face, nor 
the terrible face of the Yeh Teh, 
the thing of the rocks. I saw him 
too clearly. But I still don’t know 
what devilish kind of creature he 
actually is. I do know though, 
that he exists. I had awful proof 
of that. 

The End 


ISLAND OF SIN 

(continued from page 17) 

to end up under the table. 

Along with the drinks, you can 
usually also buy the B-girl. Most 
of them are prostitutes, too. How- 
ever there is a great deal of dif- 
ference between th<btn and the 
Putas. As a group, the B-girls 
are prettier and, if not smarter, 
at least shrewder, than the out- 
right flesh-peddlers. To them, en- 
joying themselves is not impor- 
tant. All they are interested in 
is making as much money as they 
can in as little time as is possible. 
Although very few Putas ever 
graduate into the B-girl classifica- 
tion, many of the older B-girls do 
become Putas in later years. 

B-girls, no matter what side 
deals they might make, do work 
in the interest of their employers 
so bars that hire them obviously 
don’t encourage Puta patronage. 
But one night a touring Brazilian 
Naval officer who had picked up 
a harlot on the street insisted on 
stopping for a drink before going 


up to her room. They dropped 
into the Jockeys Bar where the 
Puta and the B-girls immediately 
exchanged dirty looks. Nothing 
would have happened, though, if 
the handsome Navy officer hadn’t 
had a roving eye. One of the B- 
girls caught his fancy and he in- 
vited her to join him and his com- 
panion at their table. 

The Puta objected and began 
telling off the B-girl in no un- 
certain terms. In the heat of the 
argument the B-girl, when no one 
was watching, slipped a knock-out 
pill that would have made a 
Mickey Finn seem like a cherry 
soda in comparison, into the 
Puta’s drink. But instead of dop- 
ing the prostitute it had the re- 


verse reaction on her. Wildly the 
Puta jumped onto the table and, 
as she lifted her skirt high above 
her hips, she offered to take on 
all the males in the bar — and for 
nothing. A fire couldn’t have 
emptied the bar any faster than 
it was cleaned out of customers 
that night. Needless to say, that 
B-girl doesn’t work there any- 
more. 

No one ever knows what is 
going to happen next in the way 
of sex in San Juan, which is what 
makes the Island of Sin such a 
fascinating attraction to tourists 
— even to those who come just 
to watch rather than to partici- 
pate. 

The End 



“Jayne Mansfield fails to excite me!" 
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CARNIVAL GYPS 

( continued from page 31 ) 


“And here’s another winner!” 
the operator shouted to the col- 
lecting crowd. Simultaneously, 
he pushed another ball in my 
direction. “This time I’ll lay 
four dollars against your one 
and you shoot for the green.” 
“Just a minute,” I interrupted. 
“You haven’t paid me yet. You 
still owe me a dollar.” 

The man’s face took on the 
bewildered expression I might 
have expected had I asked to 
sleep with his wife. “But the 
game isn’t over yet,” he said. 
“We’ve just begun.” 

I started to protest, then 
thought better of it and moved 
back with the spectators. 

For over an hour I watched 
the man operate. Unlike most 
carnival gyp-games there was 


nothing subtle about this man’s 
pitch. He seemed to make up 
his own rules as he went along, 
and the game, as he pot it, ap- 
parently was not over until he 
won. During this time, of course, 
the customer was putting up 
cash while he put up nothing but 
promises. 

Needless to say, the entire 
operation was nothing but an 
out-and-out fraud. Yet for sheer 
unadulterated gall one was grud- 
gingly forced to admire the 
operator. 

Most of the suckers when 
realizing they’d been had, moved 
off with little protest. But one 
couple who’d been relieved of 
eleven dollars stormed off indig- 
nantly and returned shortly with 
a policeman. 

The officer listened quietly 
while the pitchman held up his 
game long enough to rattle-off a 
well-rehearsed speech in which 
he explained that surely these 
people knew when they com- 
menced to play that they were 


participating in a game of chance 
and in doing so were governed 
by the rules of the game. “One 
does not,” he exclaimed indig- 
nantly, “halt a baseball game in 
the first inning simply because 
one’s team happens to be ahead.” 

When he’d finished, the police- 
man drew the couple off to one 
side where he talked earnestly 
to them for several minutes. 
After the officer had left I went 
over to the couple and introduced 
myself. I told them that like 
themselves I’d been taken in by 
the game and wondered what 
sort of advice the policeman had 
offered. 

The sucker glanced over at 
the game which was once again 
operating in full swing and said : 
“He gave me some good advice, 
sir. He told me that if I’m going 
to gamble, never to play the other 
man’s game.” 

Now fortunately the operation 
described above could not — be- 
cause of local laws — operate in 
every locality. Because of this, 
carney pitch men are forced to 
either operate in these “loose- 
law” areas, or develop more 
subtle ways of picking the cus- 
tomer’s pocket. One of these 
thinly-disguised swindles is the 
ten pin and pendulum arrange- 
ment. 

While subject to some varia- 
tions, the most common form of 
this game is to suspend a bowling 
ball by a length of rope or chain 
in such a manner that its center 
of gravity is directly in line with 
a standing bowling pin. The ob- 
ject of the game is to swing the 
suspended ball past the pin and 
knock it over on the hackswing. 
The prospective customer is 
usually offered several practice 
swings during which to his com- 
plete astonishment he is able to 
fell the tenpin in the approved 
manner practically every time. 

A silver dollar is then placed 
atop the pin and for a quarter 
the customer is invited to try 
again with the silver dollar being 
the prize should he succeed. Since 
during the practice session the 
tenpin was as easy to fell as pay- 
ing one’s withholding tax, the 
pitchman encounters little or no 
sales resistance at this point. In 
fact it isn’t until ten or twelve 
trys later that the sucker begins 
to wonder why (now that he is 
playing for keeps) he is unable 
to perform the same feat he ac- 
complished so easily during the 



“This next scene is easy — there are no speaking lines!" 
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practice swings. 

The gimmick, of course, should 
be obvious to anyone who has 
ever studied high school physics. 
It’s all a matter of the way the 
game’s operator places the ten- 
pin. Place it just a bit off-center 
and it can be felled on the back- 
swing with ridiculous ease. Set 
it up directly under the pendel- 
um’s center-of-gravity and the 
player will miss his target on 
the way back by exactly the same 
margin he missed it going for- 
ward. This law of physics is 
hard and fixed and irrevocable, 
yet the operators of this little 
“game of chance” reap five- 
figure annual incomes from 
people who seem to believe that 
the law doesn’t apply to them. 

Matching one’s wits against 
the carney operators is a pastime 
in which the customer invariably 
comes out second best. Anyone 
who thinks he’s going to reverse 
this trend is more often than 
not going to wake up the next 
morning with a double-handfull 
of empty pockets. 

To illustrate further what I 
mean, I recall an incident that 
happened some years back at a 
small concession stand on Coney 
Island’s boardwalk. Actually the 
operation wasn’t the type that is 
usually associated with the car- 
nival skin-game. Maybe that 
was the trouble. Possibly the 
gyp worked because it was too- 
obvious. 

The game was a familiar one. 
It consisted of a triple row of 
weighted rag dolls shaped into 
the general likeness of cats. The 
idea was to knock two or three of 
the rag cats down by throwing 
baseballs which were sold at the 
rate of three for a dime. Prizes 
of various types were lined up at 
one end of the booth. 

My friend (a baseball player 
of considerable local repute) 
stopped to try his skill. After 
about four rounds it became ap- 
parent that either the game was 
harder than it looked or my 
friend was having an off day. 
This irritated him somewhat, a 
factor that the pitchman was 
quick to take advantage of by 
pushing three more balls at him 
each time he missed. Finally 
after he’d lost about a dollar my 
friend announced he was ready 
to quit. 

The barker however was not to 
be put off so easily. “Tell you 
what, friend,” he said pushing a 


double-handfull of baseballs to- 
ward him. “Play some more. 
And instead of three for a dime, 
each baseball’s a cent!” 

My friend moved his shoulders, 
picked seven baseballs off the 
counter and pegged them at the 
rag dolls. He missed with all of 
them. 

“That’ll be $3.50,” the game- 
operator said flatly. 

My friend’s mouth dropped 
open. “You’re crazy. You said 
each ball was a cent !” 

“You misunderstood me, friend,” 
the operator retorted. “I said 
each ball was a set.” He gestured 
toward a sign that listed the prices 
and prizes. It read: 


GAME RULES 
Baseballs: 3 for 10 cents 
3 cats knocked off shelf 
Prizes on lower shelf 

SETS 

Five Winning Games or Single 
Games at 50 cents each 
Prizes on upper shelf 

While we were digesting this 
information, a pair of characters 
who could have passed for bounc- 
ers at a wrestler’s ball moved up 
to the booth. “You having trouble, 
Jim?” one of them asked the 
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operator. 

The proprietor shook his head. 
“No trouble,” he said. “This fel- 
low here just lost a few dollars 
but he’s going to pay, aren’t you, 
friend ?” 

My friend looked at me and I 
nodded. What would have hap- 
pened had we refused to be a 
party to this thinly-veiled extor- 
tion scheme is a matter for some 
interesting speculation. Possibly 
the men were just bluffing. How- 
ever it’s a matter of police record 
that this sort of thing got so 
prevelant along Coney Island’s 
midway a few years ago that a 


special commission had to be set 
up to establish what might best 
be described as a code of ethics. 
Since then many of these prac- 
tices (particularly those involv- 
ing strongarm methods) have 
been eliminated. But the boys 
who devise the schemes are still 
operating. You can bet on that. 

A sad commentary on the whole 
rotton business is that many of 
the most successful gyp-schemes 
fall into that category simply be- 
cause the sucker has no recourse. 

I know a man who makes over 
a thousand dollars a month simply 
by standing outside carnival girly 


shows where he sells those three- 
by-five inch cartoon books that 
would be instantly recognizable 
to every man reading this article. 
He makes a fetish of approach- 
ing his customers warily then 
cupping the merchandise in the 
palms of his hands. He’s even 
cultivated the habit of talking 
from the corner of his mouth. 
The going price on his wares is 
three books for a dollar and the 
demand is terrific. 

It isn’t until the cartoon fancier 
gets around to examining his 
purchase (usually after he gets 
home) that he learns that the 
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“I hope you don't think me a common masher. Miss. I happen to be 
an expert!" 


Directory Of Active Clubs 

For your protection, to keep out undesirables, 
these clubs have agreed to co-operate with the 
Post Office Department. Their extensive ad- 
vertising enables them to offer better service. 
Our clients include biggest advertisers in this 
field. If you are lonely — if life is passing you 
by— why not meet the sun half way? 

RALPH KELLY — Advertising 

Abgfdten Washington. 



1000 PHOTOS $2 


Till niild's laciest ■itilmnlil cilali|ai with one thousand 
sparkling photos and descriptions, is the latest and most 
breath-taking mass-assembly ol lonely women ever published. 
Beautiful young girls and society ladies, women of all ages, 
shapes and sizes searching for a husband. New catalogue 
:antly. A genuine "■ i “- 

00 photos and all 
re protected by law — i 

NTERN ATIONAL CONTACT BUREAU 

p x .io 2 i.s t n.," c " iaama 3, wm* 

WHY BE LONELY? 

Correspond with Ladies or Gen- 
tlemen everywhere. 16 pages 
of pictures and descriptions, 25 


MAURICE WILHELM 

136S-R Milwaukee 1, Wisconsin 


s help you find that 
certain someone. Join old 
reliable Club. 50 years 
of dependable, confidential 
service. Correspondents most everywhere 


LONELY! 


STANDARD COB gg«™| NCE 

Bo* 207 Grayslalce, Illinois 


LONESOME? 

$2.00 Brings a large list of Names & Addresses, either 
sex— Real Pictures, Descriptions, sealed; Beautiful Girls, 
Widows, nice-looking Men; all ages; White race. Reliable 
Quick Service. Let me help you find real happiness. 
Write today— 

MAGAZINE Box 670-E Palestine, Texas 


f Idnely any longer— n. 

companionship thousands of miles from 
your home. Meet and correspond with members of the 
opposite sex, LIVING NEAR YOU— by joining this unique 
and independent club. Send for FREE details. ELITE 
PUBLISHING SERVICE, P 0 Box 1991, Chicago 90, 


A co-operative club group selling special lists 
of men or women from their membership. 
Ages 18 to 80. all religions. If you want a 
large special list send $1.00. If you want pic- 
tures, names Sc addresses also, send $2.00 ex- 
tra, to one of the following addresses; 


210 I 


Dept. : 

5 New Montgomery S 


IS. Chicago 6. 111.. < 


MEN ! ! ! 

Wo have many lovely and exo 
Spanish-American girl* from 
parti ol the country eager to mi 
you. <over 300 girli living In N... 
City alone) Send $1.00 and tell us 
the age group that you prefer. 
SPANISH FRIENDSHIP 
Dost 

131 West 42nd St., N. Y. 36, h 


ALONE??? 


my miracle beautifully illustrated magazine? 
Page after page of attractive ladies and hand- 
some gentlemen. Fascinating descriptions. 
Latest issue with addresses, either sex, in- 
cluded. only $2.00. Your IDEAL is waiting to 
reach the goal of life: happiness with YOU . . . 
HURRY! Charles Labranche. .<08 Gagne Street. 
Rouyn. Quebec. Canada. 


e ROMANCE CALLING ALL LADIES & GENTS • 

to enroll now. EXTRA SPECIAL — Men will receive 514 latest ladies pic- 
tures and 520 ladies listings. Ladies will receive 350 men's pictures and 
listings by first class return mail. Find Real Love in the Largest and Finest 
membership style club in U.S.A. It doesn't matter where you live, we 
have members everywhere. We serve over 28,500 people seeking mates. 
We can change your whole life by putting you in contact with them by 
letter or phone. All ages and religions. Several state wealth. Men send 
$1.00, Ladies 25# for enrollment dues until suited. Quick Service. State 
age and your desires. Your photo helpful. Guaranteed results. 

To Private Mailway Clubs Dept. AH 

51 W. 35TH ST.. NEW YORK 1. NEW YORK OR 
5606 LONGVIEW ST.. DALLAS 6. TEXAS OR 
216 W. JACKSON BLVD.. CHICAGO 6. ILL. OR 
W| 601 S. VERMONT. LOS ANGELES 5. CALIF. OR 
i 3 P.O. BOX 3575. PHILADELPHIA 22. PA. OR 

f 8 3043 30th ST. S.E.. WASH. 20. D.C. OR 

* 33 EDDY ST.. BOSTON 65. MASS. OR 
» 14002 NORTH FI ELD. E. CLEVELAND 12. OHIO OR 
K 7047 MONTGY. RD„ CINCINNATI 36. OHIO OR 
5078 GARLAND AVE.. DETROIT 13. MICH. OR 
158 IDEAL ST.. BUFFALO 6. NEW YORK OR 
P.O. BOX 52. SPOKANE lO. WASH. OR 
1417 46 th AVE.. OAKLAND 1. CALIF. OR 
2527 W. CURTIS ST.. TAMPA 3. FLORIDA OR 
2907 W. 45TH ST.. KANSAS CITY 3. KANS. OR 
■ 1311 W. COMMERCE ST.. SAN ANTONIO 7, TEXAS 




GET ACQUAINTED 

— by mail — 

Have friends everywhere! 


ROMANCE MISSING? 

We have made thousands EVERYWHERE hap- 
py. Select Just the romance you seek — from 
NEW lists monthly. We get QUICK results — 
and we'll prove it. Do you want to make life 
exciting? Then send NOW for wonderful 
FREE proof and particulars in plain, sealed 
enveope RA|NBQW SERV|CE 

15 Clarendon Rd. Burlingame, Calif. 


LONESOME? 

Join Reliable Club — established 1909 
Members everywhere — beautiful girls, nurses, 
teachers, widows, businessmen, farmers seek- 
ing congenial mates. Many claim wealth. 
Dignified, dependable and sure — we get re- 
sults. WRITE FOR FREE INFORMATION 
AND DESCRIPTIONS. SEALED. 

EXCHANGE PUB. CO. 

3827- R Main St. Kansas City, Mo. 



REFINED LADIES & GENTS 

seek marriage through world's greatest social 
publication (since 1937), Lot* of pictures, 
descriptions, names and addresses, either sex, 
$2.00. 

ELIXIR PUBLISHING SERVICE 

744 N. Cassady Ave.. Columbus 19-A Ohio 


UNIQUE CLU 


lion! Exchange 
photographers, 


cn, 25c. S 



Lovely Girls from England 

They make best marriage partners and pen- 
pals. We have hundreds of beautiful, well 
educated spinsters and attractive young widows 
who seek penpals and willing to settle in the 
U.S.A. Send your full details and $1.00 and 
receive current list by return AIR MAIL. 

"CAMEO" BUREAU — Dept. r 

61 Mill Road, Three Bridges, Sussex, England 


LONESOME? 

PERSONAL ATTENTION given EVERY appli- 


MISS CHASE 

l___^__SeattlelT\Vashington 


LONESOME? 

Find your Lifemate through my 
Club. Old and Reliable. Established 
^ “ 1924. Personal service for refined 

men and women. Nation-wide membership. 
Many state they are wealthy. (CONTINUOUS. 
DEPENDABLE, INDIVIDUAL SERVICE.) 
Confidential introductions by letter. Free 
Particulars. Photos, Descriptions, Sealed. 
LOIS L. REEDER. Box 549- E Palestine, Texas 


LONESOME? 

Someone is waiting just for you. 

For fast action send description and $2.00 for large 
envelope packed with names, addresses and pictures of 
the opposite sex — plus certificate entitling you to new 
introductions. Confidential. 

IDEAL FRIENDSHIP CLUB 
Box 777- C Allentown, Pa. 


WHY BE LONELY 

If Its Friends, Romance or Companionship 
you want, let America's foremost Club 
arrange an introduction for you. Nation- 
Wide membership. Confidential, Reliable. 
Write for sealed information, sent free. 
PEARL J. SMITH 

P.O.Box 2732- D Kansas City 42, Mo, 


K 


Personal 
Send $2. 
PHOTOS, 
THIS IS 

SOUTH 

P.O. Box 


Age for individual selections, 
attention for good results given. 
4) for their ACTUAL CLEAR 
, Names, Addresses and Descriptions 
A NEW LIVE LIST! 
of the BORDER SOCIAL CLUB 
Npgflw. Ariwna . 


BE LONELY NO MORE! 

OPEN DESTINY’S DOOR! 


and addresses, . . . .... 

Captivating descriptions; spark- 
ling pictures— widows, widowers, 
bachelors, beautiful girls desiring 
early marriage. (Year, quarterly, 
$5.00) 

DESTINY LEAGUE Aberdeen, Washington 




merchandise he’s bought is just 
about as torrid as a first grade 
primer. Oh, all the characters are 
there. There’s Jiggs and Maggie, 
Blondie and Dagwood, Lil Abner 
and Daisy Mae, and all the rest. 
Only instead of participating in 
the activities for which this type 
of literature is best noted, they 
are behaving in approximately 
the same manner as they do in 
the bonifide comic strips. 

Because of this, the seller of 
this material is not actually doing 
anything illegal. In fact by anti- 
cipating anything other than the 
items he has received, the buyer 
is, in a sense, more guilty than 
the seller. Because of this, my 
friend will probably continue to 
operate until they do away with 
sex or he is beaten to death by 
an irate customer. 

Games involving complicated 
mechanical apparatus are, as a 
general rule, easier to rig than 
simple arrangements. It’s pretty 
common knowledge for example 
that a slot machine (the one-arm 
bandit variety) can be fixed to 
pay off any percentage desired by 
the operator. On the other hand, 
however, even games as uncom- 
plicated as drawing numbers from 
a hat or drum can be easily rigged. 

A favorite trick of the lotter 
operators, for example, is to call 
on the services of a small child 
in the audience to draw the win- 
ning number. Does this make the 
operation foolproof? Hardly. If 
you’ll observe these drawings 
carefully, you’ll notice that all 
that the child does is to pick the 
winning stub from the drum and 
hand it to the operator. The child 
(usually of pre-schiil age) does 
not read the number. That task 
is done by the operator. There- 
fore, what is there, in the event 
he should wish to be dishonest, 
to prevent the operator from 
simply pretending to read the 
stub the child handed him and 
substituting instead any name or 
number he so desired. 

We don’t wish to imply that 
this is standard procedure at 
every drawing. We will state how- 
ever, that it’s happened more 
often that the casual attendant at 
these affairs would ever dream of. 

A good point to remember is 
that while not every carnival is 
run by thugs and torpedos they 
all have their quota of fast-shuffle 
artists and confidence men. Like 
confidence men the world over, 
they operate best on the type of 
person who might be prone to a 
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bit of semi-larceny himself. If 
you feel that you might fall into 
this category and decide to go 
for a stroll down the midway, it 
might be well to bear the follow- 
ing points in mind: 

(1) Beware of any proposition 
that insults your intelligence. 

(2) Just bring a few dollars along 
with you. 

(3) Take in the amusements and 
leave the games of “chance” 
alone — particularly if you 
like to gamble. 

Or better still, give the whole 
thing a wide berth and head for 
the nearest crap game. There you 
might stand a fighting chance. 

The End 

GIRLS OF THE 
MARQUESAS 

(continued from, page 34) 

though, shows that the islands 
were highly cultured and had a 
civilization of their own long be- 
fore the first white man visited 
them. 

After the unhappy experience 
with Gauguin, one would imagine 
that the natives would be wary of 
fraternizing with strangers, but 
it has never been so. Just two 
years ago, if you recall the arti- 
cles in the newspapers, a Korean 
vet, who returned to the States 
with one leg, decided to fulfill a 
life-long ambition — to circle the 
globe in a do-it-yourself sailboat. 

The last anyone ever heard of 
him — until a few weeks ago — 
was when he set sail, with a high 
fever, from Tuamotu Archi- 
pelago. Although acquaintances 
on the island begged hinj not to go 
until he was feeling better, the 
veteran insisted on leaving. He 
had promised to write from his 
next stop and when no word was 
heard from him, it was assumed 
that he had passed out in his boat 
and drowned. 

What had actually happened, 
according to the recently returned 
vet’s story, was that he ran into 
a tropical storm which capsized 
his boat somewhere off the rocky 
shores of the Marquesas. The last 
thing he remembered was strug- 
gling to grab hold of the over- 
turned sailboat. 


When he came to, it was days 
later and he found himself sur- 
rounded by a bevy of Nuku’s 
beautiful young girls. One of the 
young men on the islands had 
spotted him floating in the water 
and had pulled him out of the 
turbulent waters half-drowned. 
The girls had been nursing him 
back to health ever since. 

According to the vet, who hopes 
to write a book about his travels, 
and particularly his stay in the 
Marquesas, the treatments those 
girls gave him were like treat- 
ments no other patient had ever 
received before. Since he still had 
fever, several times a day the 
girls would undress him and take 
turns washing his entire burning 
body with the cool ocean water. 
With such treatment the vet said, 
“I was amazed my fever ever 
went down.” 

As he began to recover the 
Marquesas maidens added a daily 
massage to his convalescence 
program. Each would take a dif- 
ferent part of his body, rub oil 
into it and then gently knead the 
flesh with their hands. And when 
he completely recovered, the girls 
really went to work on him so 
that without any hesitation he 
joined the rest of the unmarried 
men on the island in sampling all 
the charms of as many of the girls 
he could handle. 

“It’s a lucky thing,” he told us, 
“that I only had one leg. If I 
could have caught any more of 
the girls than I did, I really would 
have been in a hole — six feet 
down and under. The only reason 
I came back now is to see about 
getting my book published. But 
as soon as I get a good rest, I’m 
heading back for the Marquesas.” 

Before the rest of you decide to 
join the vet on his return trip, 
there’s one other thing you should 
know about the islanders. They 
are all tattoo happy. Women are 
tattooed from the waist down and 
on the arms but the upper torso 
is left unmarked. The men are 
completely covered with heavy 
and intricate designs, the decora- 
tions extending even to the scalp 
under the hair, and in some cases 
to the gums and tongue and every 
other imaginable place as well as 
unimaginable places. They might 
not have movies or television in 


the Marquesas but there’s plenty 
of moving pictures when the 
lovers get together in the moon- 
light. 

But apart from the tattooing 
the Marquesas have a love of 
physical beauty matched only by 
the ancient Greeks. They were 
always the handsomest of the 
Polynesians and because of their 
delight in light skins, from the 
earliest days before feasts, the 
maidens went through an elabor- 
ate process of bleaching, which 
made their skins scarcely darker 
than that of south Europeans. 

Next to visiting the islands, the 
only thing one can do is try to 
adapt some of the Marquesas 
ways of life. Can you imagine 
living in a community of your 
own selection filled with women 
bred only to love. Of course we 
could do without any of those 
“second husbands.” 

The End 

STAG MOVIE 
STARLET 

( continued from page 45 ) 

they’d pay me $500 to play the 
ingenue lead. I asked for a script 
so I could study my part but 
Buddy said they’d give it to me 
when I reported to the studio 
that afternoon. 

The studio turned out to be an 
old warehouse that had been 
turned into a make-shift movie 
lot. Vince showed me the way 
to the make-up room where the 
make-up artist was waiting to 
go to work on me. 

This make-up artist, Olga, 
turned out to be a big attractive 
woman in her early thirties. She 
herself seemed to be wearing 
stage make-up and an almost 
transparent dressing gown un- 
der which she wore only skin. 
Once again I should have realized 
this didn’t add up, but I was so 
excited about finally getting my 
first movie role I was too dizzy 
to think of anything else. 

Olga ordered me to strip so 
she could go to work on me. On 
the way to the studio Buddy had 
told me I was going to play a 


Brigette Bardot type of role so 
this didn’t surprise me. While 
she was applying the make-up, 
Olga asked me if I was a “dyke.” 
I didn’t realize that she was ask- 
ing me if I was a lesbian, and 
thinking this was some sort of 
theatrical term, I tried to hide 
my ignorance by saying some- 
times. When she finished she 
handed me a robe similar to the 
one she was wearing. Before I 
could ask where my costume was, 
Buddy ordered us onto the stage. 
Olga was going to be in the pic- 
ture, too. 

The next shock I got was 
when I spotted the camera man. 
It was the photographer, Joe 
Conrad. I tried to avoid his 
salacious wink but I could feel 
his eyes removing the little I 
had on. I was so flustered that 
at first I couldn’t pay any at- 
tention to Buddy who was out- 
lining the plot of the picture. 
Suddenly his words started to 
seep through and I realized that 
the movie he was describing 
couldn’t be shown in any public 


theatre — art or otherwise. He 
was outlining a stag movie. 

Indignantly I told Buddy off, 
but he reached into his pocket 
and brought out a bunch of 
snap-shots. They were all of me 
and Conrad in bed. 

The whole bit about the pic- 
tures had been rigged so that I'd 
go back and try to get Conrad to 
rush them. If I was willing to 
pay Conrad’s price, which I 
had been, they had me. Now if I 
refused to play in the stag 
movie, they threatened to send 
copies of the filthy snapshots to 
my folks. I was frantic. I 
needed time to think but that 
was the one thing they weren’t 
giving me — time. It was that 
moment or the pictures would 
leave immediately by air mail. 
In my panic, I felt l had to go 
along. 

Naked as the day I was born, 
the camera started to roll with 
Olga threatening to beat me with 
a whip unless I let her have her 
way with me. No wonder she 
wanted to know I was a “dyke.” 
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She wasn’t acting when she 
played this part. 

Olga did every repulsive thing 
to me that one woman can do to 
another woman. Several times 
they had to stop the camera be- 
cause I either was crying or 
vomiting. But this didn’t bother 
Olga who picked up wherever we 
left off, her eyes glittering with 
excitement and her mouth wide 
open in anticipation. This went 
on until the hero, who turned out 
to be Vince in disguise, “res- 
cued" me from Olga. 

Although the man-woman rela- 
tionship is supposedly normal, 
what they forced me to do to 
Vince, and what he did to me, 
was anything but normal. It 
took all that day to finish the 
picture. 

Now that they had one stag 
movie with me in one of the lead- 
ing roles as well as those com- 
paratively tame picture of me in 
bed with Conrad. I showed up 
whenever they called me. Besides 
they never paid me any of the 
fees in a lump sum so I never 
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had enough, at any one time, to 
make a break out of town. 

In the meanwhile I had learn- 
ed, from making the rounds of 
the legit agencies that Holly- 
wood was no place for a girl 
unless she was loaded with talent 
as well as looks. And moreover, 
she shouldn’t go to to L. A. un- 
less she has definite contacts 
worked out in advance. 

Of course from the moment I 
had made my first stag movie. I 
never had another peaceful 
moment. There is always present 
the fear that someone dear to 
you might see or hear about the 
stag reels. 

The part that drove this home 
with the deadliest blow was when 
a wonderful young lawyer whom 
I had met at the hotel, and who 
had taken me out frequently, 
asked me to marry him. The 
stardust was no longer in my 
eyes and I could think of noth- 
ing I would have wanted more 
than to say yes. But I didn’t 
dare. What if he would ever 
find out? I kept trying to think 


of some way to tell him the truth 
but suddenly I didn’t have to. 
One of his buddies had seen one 
of the stag films I was in at a 
bachelor party and lost no time 
telling him. That was „ne last I 
saw of the lawyer. He packed 
and left town leaving me a note 
saying that it was bad enough 
he found out, but all his friends 
knowing it, too, was more than 
he could take. 

Of course I’ve been popular 
with his friends ever since but 
who knows how long it will last. 
My money keeps shrinking and 
even the calls from Buddy and 
Vince are getting further and 
further apart. After all there is 
always so much new “talent” 
around why bother with old 
faces. 

That’s why I decided to tell 
my story to Rape. With the 
money I’ll receive for this article, 
I plan to shake this town and 
move to another city where I 
can put the pieces of my shat- 
tered life together again. But of 
course, there’s always the chance 
those stag movies might show up 
and I’ll have to be on the run 
again. 

The End 

SCHOOL 
FOR KILLERS 

(continued from page 48) 
opposite. It is shaped to kill, to 
land blows that can crush and 
break, to direct kicks and elbow 
punches to vital organs, in short, 
“to finish the opponent.” 

Now that Karate is all the rage 
with students in physical culture 
classes, it is being revived in a 
big way, but as the students learn 
it, it is doubly difficult. Not only 
must they undergo the very dif- 
ficult and painful conditioning of 
their bodies, and the hard exer- 
cises, but they must practice Ka- 
rate with even more difficulty, for 
they are supposed to work to keep 
from doing serious injury to their 
classmates. Even when the stu- 
dents are trying to obey this in- 
junction against serious injury, 
it takes all their strength and 
skill to avoid killing one another, 
because Karate is designed to kill. 
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Altogether it is a very tough 
pastime to cultivate, but its 
popularity continues to grow, and 
even some girl students are tak- 
ing it up. 

The first part of Karate train- 
ing is toughening the body to all 
kinds of painful and hard impacts. 
It can be brutal, but the results 
are remarkable. The knuckles, 
toes, head and elbows are con- 
ditioned so that they can be pound- 
ed into two or three inches of 
planking, or into a pile of heavy 
roof tiles, and break the wood or 
tiles without injuring the body 
parts. 

The training for this is in- 
credible. It is begun with straw 
mats tied against posts, or one- 
inch thickness of board, or only 
one or two roofing tiles. The stu- 
dents are drilled to keep the 
knuckles, or toes or arm or neck 
as the case may be, perfectly 
rigid, and to strike the target at 
the proper angle to get the most 
straight-ahead force and keep 
from twisting their hands or feet 
or necks. Then they start, forc- 
ing themselves to strike their 
fists, or bang their heads, or el- 
bows or thrust-out bare toes, 
directly against the target — and 
do it hard. The result is usually 
bloody. 

There is no alternative to this 
painful regimen. Although they 
come away with cut and swollen 
knuckles, toes, elbows and fore- 
heads, the abuse is carefully gaug- 
ed. They punish their bodies only 
the amount they can stand. Then 
the force is increased with prac- 
tice. And instead of the straw 
mat or the single thickness of 
wood or tile, there are several 
thicknesses, and with unbelievable 
durability the body stands this 
and grows tougher and tougher. 

At the same time they get 
rugged exercises in developing 
muscular coordination, and in 
striking, lifting, and applying 
pressure to opponents with great 
precision. They learn to leap into 
the air with feet out, and kick 
straight into an exposed stomach, 
groin or throat with great preci- 
sion. A miss leaves the kicker 
flat on his back with a crushing 
fall and at the mercy of the at- 
tacker, so misses are avoided. 

Anatomy and leverage are 


studied, so that the Karate fighter 
knows precisely where the vul- 
nerable nerve is, precisely what 
angle of lift makes it possible for 
him to throw his opponent with 
the least effort and maximum 
force, what angle of twist will 
break an antagonist’s grip and 
wrist with ease. 

When these skills are learned 
and the muscles are conditioned 
for them through the terrific and 
painful exercises, and the body 
toughened to an incredible degree 
by the agonizing practice sessions, 
the body of the Karate fighter has 
become a deadly weapon. 

This is true of the smallest 
men, even of the slight young 
girls who learn Karate. Karate 
makes such use of human bone 
and muscle and works such mira- 
cles of transformation in the 
bodies it trains and conditions 
that not much strength is needed 
to begin with. With Karate, any 
body can be turned into an instru- 
ment of destruction, if its owner 
has the will and the guts to go 
through the training. 

Perhaps the enthusiasm re- 
quired to get through the learn- 
ing process accounts for the 
fanatic zeal of the Karate com- 
petitors. Even in the official com- 
petition at the university, where 
all the holds and techniques are 
keyed down and limited to keep 
from producing fatalities, the in- 
juries are bloody, hut everybody 
enjoys them — both the giver and 
receiver. 

It is a point of honor with the 
Karate enthusiasts that they do 
not act squeamishly. It is insult- 
ing to compete with somebody 
and hold back when you kick him 
in the ribs. And one can’t insult 
one’s friends and classmates. In 
a recent match for the season’s 
championship, both contestants 
were seriously injured, but the 
match was cheered as an enorm- 
ous success. 

One antagonist succeeded in 
flooring the other with a heel in 
the stomach, but even as the in- 
jured one fell, he managed to pull 
the kicker down on top of him. 
As the top man fell on him, the 
underdog got an elbow into his 
ribs, and both were practically 
unconscious. The bottom man 
passed out, and lost the match. 

61 



BOOKSfor ADULTS 



PLAY THE HORSES & WIN 



FULL SIZE LUGER 
AUTOMATIC PISTOL 


Magazine Loading Ammunition Clip -Automatic 
Slide Action -Over 15 Moving Parts— 

Fires 8 Rounds 



ill sat to fire 8 bullet-shaped pellets as fast as you 
can pull the trigger. You've got to see the automatic 
slide action to believe itl easily the most authentic 
model we've ever seen. ' 

IT’S ACCURATE- ITS PERFECT 


This wonderfully accurate model of a Luger comes to 
you with working parts disassembled. Cleverly engi- 
neered springs replace the action of an explosive in an 
actual Luger. It assembles with a screwdriver, and 
complete instructions are included along with full sup- 
ply of pellets and special belt holster. 

10 DAY FREE TRIAL 


Tty it for 10 Days Free. If you are not 100% delighted, 
simply return after 10 days for prompt refund of full 
- rchase price. Don't delay! Order now. Simply send 
"* *" ‘‘■''ping chirr" *" 


$1.98 plus 25( shipping charges to: 


Honor House Prod. Corp. Dept ll-oo 

Lynbrook, New York I 


At the hospital they found he 
had a ruptured appendix, but 
managed to save his life. The 
winner had three broken ribs, but 
was acclaimed as a courageous 
and honorable champion. Inciden- 
tally the winner and loser, class- 
mates at the college, were and 
remained bosom friends. They 
weren’t angry. 

A few months before in what 
was termed an unscheduled prac- 
tice match by the participants, 
but which was actually said to be 
for the championship of the all- 
out Karate society, a 20-year-old 
youth died of injuries. He had 
continued fighting with a broken 
rib and the edge of the bone was 
driven into his lung. The punc- 
ture killed him. 

Days earlier another com- 
petitor in the same secret tourney 
was paralyzed with a broken back, 
but doctors finally were able to 
patch him up, and restore his 
ability to move. And the same 
youth who died of the punctured 
rib fighting for the championship 
had won a celebrated victory 
three weeks before by killing a 
veteran Karate expert. A terrific 
butt injured the veteran fighter, 
but he kept going. When he final- 
ly collapsed, he was dying, bleed- 
ing to death from internal in- 
juries from the butt. 

Such events have shocked 
Japanese officials and there is talk 
of a crackdown, but it is hard. 
Everybody involved, considering 
it a matter of honor, insists the 
matches are of limited scope and 
without intent to do serious harm ; 
the deaths are just unfortunate 
accidents of sport, they say. But 
privately the Karate devotees ad- 
mit that their deadly sport can- 
not be practiced except as a kill- 
or-be-killed proposition, and de- 
clare it would not be honorable 
to hold back. 

So .until they are convinced 
that there should be a compromise 
between honor and humanity, be- 
tween brutality and sportsman- 
ship, the Japanese college boys 
and coeds will continue to make 
a hobby of the “world’s deadliest 
game.” 


The End 
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HAS THE AMERICAN MALE 

LOST HIS MANHOOD? 

By CLYDE BAXTER 

A STUDY OF SEX HABITS IN AMERICA TODAY. 


UlffY God, Doc, I’ve lost 
VI manhood.” 

Ask any doctor 
many times he has heard 


my 

how 

this 


anguished cry from the lips of 
fear-ridden men and you’ll be 
astonished at the answer. Hun- 
( continued on page 66) 
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LOSING YOUR HAIR? 
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accomplishment. Dr. Kurt Riethmuller, M.D., the 
famed physician of Gevelsburg, West Germany 
. . . many, many years ago in connection with 
medical associates undertook critical research in 
the field of baldness. By examining all previous 
medical literature and coordinating it with his 
own findings. Dr. Riethmuller undertook years 
of scientific laboratory tests . . studying and re- 
evaluating the causes of baldness . . . and 
what could be done to combat them. After 14 
years, medical research paid off in the perfec- 
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A HEALTHY SCALP GROWS HEALTHY 



NO COSTLY OFFICE CALLS! 



NEW HAIR 
GROWTH FOR 
MR. W. B. 



SPECIAL BARGAIN 
INTRODUCTORY OFFER 

Your opportunity to SAVE $3.00 
before MEDUCRIN is sold in stores! 

REGULAR STORE PRICE $18.00 

NOW! By mail only $15.00 

/or limited time only 



much "o' on*"”/, 'months. E.J.S.. GuontonarTo Doy. 
Cuba. 




FREE HOME TRIAL NO RISK TO YOU I 


ORDER NOW — SAVE $3.00 

HARTEl INC. 

125 E. 46 St., New York 17. N. Y. Dept 701 
Pleose send me a five-week’s supply vt Meducrin 
lotion and Meducrin Creme, with easy-to-follow in- 

□ I am enclosing $15.00 which covers all mailing 

□ I enclose SI. send C.O.D. Will pay postman bal- 

NAME 

ADDRESS 

CITY ZONE STAYE 





ILLUSTRATED BOOKLETS 

The kind YOU will eniov. Each one of these 
booklets Is size 3x4’/. and is ILLUSTRATED 
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CHARACTERS and Is full of fun and en- 
tertainment. 20 of these booklets ALL DIF- 
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receipt of $1.00. No checks or C O D. orders 
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12S East Broadway, Box 8 ■ New York 2. N. Y. 


PHOTOS 


ORIGINAL 
UNCENSORED 
UNRETOUCHED 

Wu tiov* Ih. photos y< - 
originol. UNCENSORED ond UNRETOUCHED photoi of 
luscious girls POSED in FASCINATING positions spoc 
iolly soloctod for thoir APPEAL. 10 DIFFERENT POSES 
sharp and cloar on 4x5 glossy paper only SI .00 or 24 
for $2.00. (All different). No orders sent C.O.D. 

CASETTA 2 Allen St. 0ept28-A N.Y. 2. N Y. 



NEW FIGURE 
PHOTOS 


12 4R5-S for $1.00. 


VOLUPTUOUS 


If you like them Buxom you'll 
like my photos. Unretouched 
art studies. The kind you love 
to see. 13 4x5 . only $1.00 
DCTTIC 2 Allen s,ree '' D®pt: 53- 
DCI IIC New York 2. New York 




Oh, 

can do with a camera ond 
willing gals. Want to see? 
12 4x5'» only $1.00 


I GOT ’EM 1 

Oh, Brother, what a guy 
d 

i 


JOAN ■»»» 


UNRETOUCHED 

Uncensored photos released 
from a private collection. 

Clearly detailed photos. 

12 4 x 5's only $1.00 

VICKIE 3 Orchard St. Dept. 33-A N. Y. 2, N. U 


dreds, he’ll tell you — maybe even 
thousands, depending on the size 
of his practice. And the number 
is increasing all the time. The 
incidence of sexual impotence 
among American males in the 
prime of life is on the rise. 

Further ask the same doctor 
how many times there is an ac- 
tual physical basis for the pa- 
tient’s terrifying self-diagnosis 
and you’ll begin to understand 
the enormity of the psychic 
monster that holds these men in 
its grip. For invariably the an- 
swer will be that in less than one 
percent of the cases does the pa- 
tient suffer from some organic 
abnormality or disease, that 
ninety-nine times out of a hun- 
dred the man is as physically 
sound a specimen as is likely to 
walk into a doctor’s office. 

Where, then, lies the paradox? 
What makes so many seemingly 
healthy men run to their doctors 
for help? Can a man with all his 
organs in excellent condition still 
find himself minus his manhood? 
How is this possible and what 
are the causes of the alarming 
increase in cases of sexual im- 
potence in this country? 

Impotence — or loss of man- 
hood, as most people know it — is 
as old as man himself. Ever since 
the day old Adam first learned 
the facts of life from the leering 
reptile and tasted the pleasures 
of forbidden paradise with an 
all too willing Eve, man has often 
found that there are obstacles to 
the enjoyment of sex other than 
those capricious females might 
put in his path. The cave man, 
still trembling with the fear and 
excitement of hand-to-hand com- 
bat with a forest animal, was 
very likely to find himself un- 
able to respond to the charms of 
his mate. The medieval knight, 
fresh from the slaughter of a 
rival on the field of honor, was 
too keyed up to rush off to his 
lady’s chamber, despite any 
cinemascope film’s indications to 
the contrary. But it is the modern 
American man, constantly sub- 
jected to the barrage of anxieties 
and tensions inherent in our high 
pressure way of life, who suc- 
ceeds in making a long lasting 
disability of what was only a 
temporary setback to his for- 


bears. 

The sexual act for the human 
male is a physiological function 
like any other function of the 
body. The smoothness of its oper- 
ation depends on certain factors 
which we must understand. Od- 
dly enough, even the most igno- 
rant man knows a good deal 
about the favorable and unfavor- 
able influences on his digestion, 
respiration or excretory proc- 
esses. But even the enlightened 
man may know very little about 
the factors that make for sexual 
prowess — or lack of it. 

The man with a third grade 
education knows that his dinner 
will rest in his stomach like so 
much lead if he tries to eat it 
when he is excited, worried or 
angry. He knows that a room 
with all windows locked and a 
fire going in the fireplace will 
soon make breathing difficult. He 
has a rough idea of the foods that 
will upset his bowels. But both 
he and his university educated 
brother expect top performance 
from their reproductive organs, 
regardless of their state of mind, 
the tenor of their emotions or 
the psychic abuse to which they 
daily subject themselves. 

To consider the state of mind 
of the American male — and we 
are concerned here with those 
who should be in the prime of 
life — is to wonder not so much 
that the incidence of sexual im- 
potence has increased to its pres- 
ent point but that it is not much 
higher. A dog, put through the 
wringer that squeezes dry the 
mind and spirit of the average 
American each day, wouldn’t 
give sex a thought if every fe- 
male within a ten-mile radius 
happened to be in heat at the 
same time. Many a dog breeder 
has led his prize stud to a wait- 
ing bitch only to find that the 
high-strung champion was too 
nervous to show the slightest in- 
terest. The loss of a fat fee will 
make the more intelligent stud 
handler take a sharp look at the 
environmental conditions that 
might have taken the gleam out 
of his expensive pooch’s eye. But 
where instinct will tell a dog 
with a beat-up libido that it isn’t 
even worth trying, instinct 
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“I call it a bad day if I don’t O 



make $25 before noon” 


(This chair alone brought $4.50 with twenty-five 
minutes work and 32* in cleaning materials.) 


by Harold Holmes 


“Just a few months ago I made the big move. I gave 
up my job and started spending all my time in the little 
business I had been running on the side. It wasn’t an easy 
decision, but, now I’m tickled to death I made it. Not just 
because I’m my own boss or because I have an excellent 
chance of making over $10,000 this year. It goes deeper 
than that. 

“You see, this idea has caught on like wildfire in my 
town. Not a day goes by without my phone ringing with 
women calling for appointments. The beauty of it is that 
once a woman becomes my customer, she calls back year 
after year. Not only that, she tells her friends, too, and 
they call me. Before I know it I’m swamped with work. 
(And at $7.50 an hour net profit it doesn’t take long before 
my bank account is really mushrooming.) 


“Funny thing, but back last year 
before I started, I never realized the 
money there was in this business wait- 
ing for someone to come along and 
collect it. 

Concentrates On Better Homes 

“Just think : every house in town has 
furniture and most have rugs or 
carpeting. I concentrate on just the 
better homes and have more work than 
I can handle. You know why? Because 
women are fussy about their furnish- 
ings. Can’t stand to see them dirty. 
That’s why they call me over every 
year. 

“The average job is worth $25.00 
to me and takes a little over 2 hours. 
Out of this, after paying for materials, 
advertising and other expenses I net 
about $15.00 clear profit. This means 
I need just 3 jobs a day to clear $11,- 
250.00 in a year. Frankly, since this 
will be my first full-time year I’ll be 
glad to hit the $10,000 mark. But after 
that this business should grow larger 
each year until I have to hire men to 
help me handle the business. 

Personally Trained 

“Believe me there’s nothing magic 
about it. I didn’t know a thing about 
cleaning home furnishings before I 
became a Duraclean dealer. But after 
my application was accepted I was 
trained at their factory-training school 
and by a dealer in a nearby city. 

“I was astonished by the short time 
it took me to become an expert. Actu- 
ally, much of the credit must go to the 
Duraclean process, which is so safe 
it has earned the Parents’ Magazine 
Seal. 

“The portable machine you see is 
just one of the electrical machines I 
use. It manufactures a light aerated 


foam with a peculiar action chemists 
call ‘peptizing’. It means that instead 
of being scrubbed deep into the fabric, 
dirt is gently ABSORBED by the 
foam, leaving the fabric clean all the 
way down. 

“Women can’t believe their eyes 
when they see how it works. Colors 
appear bright again, and rug pile un- 
mats and rises like new. 

“I don’t have to soak rugs or up- 
holstery to get them clean, which ends 
the problem of shrinkage, and means 
the furnishings can be used again the 
very same day. This alone has brought 
me a lot of customers. 

Offers Six Different Services 

“As a Duraclean dealer I make 
money with five other services, too: 
Duraproof . . which makes furnishings 
immune to moth and carpet beetle 
damage ( it’s backed by a six year war- 
ranty). Durashield, a brand new dirt-de- 
laying treatment. It coats fabrics with 
an invisible film that keeps dirt out. 
Duraguard, flameproofs draperies, up- 
holstery and carpets to reduce char- 
ring and the tendency of fires to flame 
up. Spoteraft, which consists of special 
chemicals for removing stubborn spots 
and stains. And carpet repairing. On 
jobs where I perform several services, 
I really multiply profits! 

"One of the nicest things about be- 
ing a Duraclean dealer is that when- 
ever I need help — whether it concerns 
advertising, lining up local retailers as 
agents, keeping business records, al- 
most anything at all — I can write or 
phone Headquarters and I get prompt, 
expert guidance. They maintain a staff 
of experts who are going “all out” to 
make my business a success. My serv- 
ices are nationally-advertised in fa- 
mous magazines like McCall's, House 


Beautiful and many others. I also get 
a complete advertising kit prepared by 
experts. (There’s even a musical com- 
mercial!) I get a monthly magazine 
full of methods to build business and 
I can meet with other dealers at Dura- 
clean conventions. I’m also backed by 
insurance. I fact there are over 25 
regular services I get under their 
unique System. 

Operates From Home 

“Maybe you too would like to break 
away from your job and make a fresh 
start in a business of your own. Do 
you need a shop? Certainly not. I 
operate from home. Need a lot of 
money to start? Not at all Duraclean 
finances reliable men, after a mod- 
erate down payment, and furnishes 
enough supplies to return your TO- 
TAL investment. 

“You get everything you need : 
equipment, supplies, advertising mat- 
ter, personal training, and regular 
help from Headquarters. To get all 
the details, just fill out the coupon. 
There’s no obligation and you can de- 
cide for yourself. I’ll say one thing: 
if you DO* become a Duraclean dealer, 
you’ll be glad for the rest of your life 
that you took time today to write.” 


Irl H. Marshall, Jr., International Headquarters 

Desk 0-N79 839 Woukeqon Avenue, Deerfield. III. 


(SHALL. Jr.. International Headquar 
>39 Waukegan Avenue. Deertleld. III. 

I in owning my own business. Please s. 
Okie's and full details FREE outlin 
n Dealership Program and territory 
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CIVIL SERVICE JOB 



The governmen 
good employer to work for. 
The salaries are as good as 
that paid in private Indus- 
try. but the work is gener- 
ally easier and there Is less 
pressure. The government 
also offers sick leave, ample 
vacation time, retirement 
oensions and other benefits. 
Bur above all you have the 
security of a life-time job: 
This brand new book tells 
you about the hundreds of 
different jobs available — 
from every branch of the 
government. Book tells vou 
where to And o 


you like, tells you salary 
schedules and benefits, re- 
rements for each job. 


thing you n 

help you. There ai 


..omen— educated 

or not — physically fit or 
handicapped — if you are 
young or old — no matter 
what religion or race — as 
long as you want to work, 
there is a job for you. Booh 
#42 only $1.00. 


$ A SMALL BUSINESS 
OF YOUR OWN 



doesn’t seem to tell our modern 
American male a thing. Tensions, 
pressures, emotional upheavals 
are things he accepts as part of 
the business of living, and he 
can’t see how they can interfere 
with his sex life. 

He couldn’t be more wrong. 
For every time Joe Smith, our 
typical American male, jumps at 
the sound of the boss’s voice, 
every time he carries through 
some complicated scheme to get 
himself that elusive raise, every 
time he plots the backstabbing 
of a fellow employee in the ruth- 
less race for advancement, vast 
reserves of nerve energy are 
being drained out of him. The 
noise and frenzy of our big cities, 
the scrambling rush for quick 
lunches, the nervous exhaustion 
of long train and bus rides home- 
ward — these further deplete him. 
At last in sight of his own home 
he still has to face the spectacle 
of John Brown’s new Cadillac 
resting in the driveway fifty feet 
from his own, and Jim Doake’s 
brand new eight-room splitlevel 
just across the street. These fill 
him full of envy, make him 
grimly determined that he must 
strive harder to live better. His 
nerves bunch up in even tighter 
knots as he ponders the problem 
of how to strive successfully. 

Once across his own threshold, 
Joe Smith should be able to 
slough off the nerve frazzling 
thoughts, the pressure and ten- 
sions that have worn him down 
in mind and spirit all day. But 
Joe hasn’t learned to slough off 
the cares of the day. In fact, he 
has been told by his boss on 
frequent occasions that not to 
think about one’s job twenty- 
four hours a day is to commit 
treason. To give all to one’s work 
from nine to five and nothing 
afterward is not the way of a 
red-blooded American boy. It is 
the way of the man who doesn’t 
want to get anywhere, the man 
who doesn’t care too much about 
Cadillacs like John Brown’s or 
split-levels like Jim Doake’s. Joe 
Smith is a red-blooded American 
boy and he does care about these 
things — very much. So he car- 
ries his job with him twenty-four 
hours a day. 


Still, one might argue, even 
granting that Joe’s constant con- 
cern with his economic status 
could deplete him sexually, there 
is the little woman to restore his 
flagging libido. When Joe comes 
home, isn’t she there waiting for 
him, annointed with the right 
deodorants, enticingly lipsticked, 
modishly coifFeured, exquisitely 
powdered and scented, an ir- 
resistible creature out of a maga- 
zine advertisement ? Shouldn’t 
the sight, the smell and the sound 
of her make Joe rear up like a 
stallion bursting with fiery viril- 
ity? Well, maybe Joe could re- 
spond with at least some of the 
enthusiasm of his more fortunate 
equine fellow creature, if the 
nightly meeting with so fair a 
spouse were the unmixed pleas- 
ure you would expect it to be. 

But it isn’t an unmixed pleas- 
ure. Not by a long shot. For 
where Joe Smith has been ham- 
mered and beaten about the cen- 
tral nervous system all day, he 
now undergoes punishment in an 
area less easy to define but far 
more sensitive — his male ego. 

Mrs. Smith may or may not 
know that she is inflicting this 
punishment on her husband, but 
inflict it she does. Not intention- 
ally a destroyer of manhood, Mrs. 
Smith still manages to do more 
than her share toward sending 
Joe to his doctor in a state of 
panic. What Joe finds com- 
plicated and difficult in his life, 
his wife finds quite simple and 
easy. He hasn’t yet figured out 
just how to get that raise, but 
she knows that if he were half a 
man he’d simply stand up to the 
boss and demand it as his due. He 
isn’t entirely easy about having 
betrayed the office colleague who 
stood in the way of his advance- 
ment, but she can tell him that if 
he had any real guts he’d be using 
the knife on still another po- 
tential rival. He longs to buy a 
Cadillac like John Brown’s some- 
day. She can’t see why he doesn’t 
have enough confidence in his 
future earnings to go into hock 
for one right now — yes. and that 
goes for the new split-level they 
both want, too. 

Mrs. Smith may not go through 
her entire ego-mangling re- 
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100 ft. 8mm Movies 
$1.60 EACH 

5 for only $8.00 


□ 8 Lili St. Cyr "DANCE OF SALOME” 

□ 72 "PIN-UP POSES” of Tanya 

□ 83 Kalantan in “FIRE DANCE” 

□ 88 Jacqueline Hulrey "ACROBATICS" 

□ 89 Jan “MODELS LINGERIE" 

□ 119 "SLAVE DANCE” Sheree North 

□ 121 Sheree North in “CAN CAN” 

□ 122 "THE SULTAN’S FAVORITE DANCER” 

□ 136 "SCREEN TEST' of Betty Brosmer 

□ 165 Nejla Ates “TURKISH DELIGHT” 


200 ft. 8mm Movies 
$3.20 EACH 

5 for only $16.00 

□ 50 "MISS UNIVERSE CONTEST” 


□ 116 Eve Meyer in "COUNTRY GIRL” 

□ 166 “BURLESQUEING THE ADS” 


) Eve Meyer in "PLAYMATE" 


50 ft. MOVIES 

ONLV 80 <t EACH 

5 FOR ONLY $4.00 POSTPAID 

Why pay $2.00 or more for 50-ft. 8mm movies when 
you can get the very best for only 80<? 


□ 

10 

Barbara Osterman "PIN-UPS” 

□ 

101 

"CAUGHT IN BARBED WIRE” 

□ 

13 

"RHUMBA AMALIA” Cuban 

□ 

102 

Sheree North in “EXOTIC 

□ 

23 

“SILK STOCKING MODEL” 


DANCER" 

□ 

30 

Gwen Caldwell "GIRL WITH 

□ 

108 

Nora Knight "EXOTIC DANCER" 



$1,000,000 LEGS” 

□ 

123 

Choendelle “FOLLIES STAR” 

□ 

46 

"SEASHORE FROLICS” 

□ 

125 

"TEXAS LIL DARLIN” 

□ 

49 

"BEAUTY PARADE” 

□ 

127 

Tempest Storm "DESERT 
DANCE" 

□ 

54 

Jerrima "BURLESQUE STAR" 



□ 

60 

"LINGERIE MODEL” 

□ 

129 

Sheree North "WASTE BASKET 

□ 

62 

Kalantan "DANCE NOCTURNE” 



BLUES” 

□ 

64 

"WOMEN OF BALI" 

□ 

131 

Linda “THE SUNBATHER" 

□ 

68 

Cleo Moore "MODELS 

□ 

133 

"UNDERWATER EXOTIC DANCE 



STOCKINGS" 



RHYTHMS” 

□ 

73 

Cute "AIRPLANE MECHANIC" 

□ 

135 

“TURKISH BELLY DANCER” 

□ 

81 

Myrna Dean "EXOTIC DANCER" 

□ 

149 

Lian "EXOTIC PARISIAN" 

□ 

82 

Kalantan in "BUDDHA DANCE" 

□ 

168 

Arlene “BURLESQUE DOLL 

□ 

86 

“GIRLS WRESTLING” 



DANCE” 

□ 

87 

Betty Howard in "EXOTIC 

□ 

182 

"EXOTIC SWAN DANCE" 



MAMBO” 

□ 

185 

"LOUISIANA STRUT DANCE" 

□ 

90 

Barbara Nichols "MAMBO” 

□ 

187 

Jerrima "SOUTH SEA BELLE” 

□ 

92 

Dolores Del Raye "ST. LOUIS 

□ 

193 

Blaze Starr “DANCE OF FIRE” 



WOMAN" 

□ 

198 

Busty Brown “MAID’S DAY 

□ 

94 

"HINDU TASSEL HASSELL" 



OFF’ 

□ 

97 

Marilyn "BRASSIERE MODEL” 

□ 

212 

"PIN-UPS" Betty Brosmer 



SPECIAL TO CLUB 
MEMBERS ONLY 

Tr'v 

^ Regular $10.00 VALUE for $7.00 

/C / 'i 

X) (All others must pay regular price of $10.00) 

1/ REEL No. 165 

A IL 

\ NEJLA ATES 

m 

/ “TURKISH 

JJ/Lu 

BELLY DANCER” 
— In Gorgeous Color ! 


I 8MM. MOVIE CLUB Dept. 222 

I 480 Lexington Ave., 

New York 17,N. Y. 

I Q Enclosed find $ Please rush the “ADULT" Movies checked. 

I □ Also send me two of your newest and best 50-ft. movies C.O.D. every 
| two months at only 80c each ... BUT 10 DAYS BEFORE MAKING 
SHIPMENT, advise me of the titles. 
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Presents ... HER FABULOUS 


l 


(THE BAREST NECESSITY) 

"THEY’RE THE GREATEST" 

Scindilously brief parlies expertly tailor- 
ed ol sheerest 100% nylon with contoured 
French shadow panel. Maximum comfort 
with minimum coverage— perfect tor street 
wear, stage, or photography. 

A TERRIFIC 6IFT SET- 
CUARANTEED TO PLEASE! 

1 Choice ot BLACK. RED. WHITE. PINK, or 
3LUE. Order SMALL. MEDIUM, or LARGE 

Set of 3 . . . .S3. 98 

( Give hip measurement for perfect 
fit. (Sorry, no C.O.O.'s at this price) 

V LILI ST. CYR Dept J18 


4 


home in silk stockingsl 

8 4x5 GLOSSYS $2.00 


5 INCH HEELS 

Sizes 6-12 A to D 

I made gleaming 8lack Patent 
is with Pencil Thin Skyscraper 
F High Heels S inches high 34.50 

F HiHeel Photo Catalogue 1.00 

f FINECRAFT, Dept. 221 

| Box 442, Hollywood 28, Calif. 

■ Uncensored Collectors Items! 

t24 — 4x5 Glossy Photos 5.00 

8 — 2y«x3V« Negatives 5.00 

] 5—2x2 Color Slides 3.00 

5 Samples, List 2.00 

ROLART, Suite 602, Dept. 22 

lackson Blvd.. Chicago 4, III. 

OBSCENE PHOTO LAWS 
$ 1.00 

(now the laws before 
tending those photos. 

•y ,, PHOTRIX 

5880 HOLLYWOOD BLVD. 

^ Dept.V. HOLLYWOOD 28, CALIF. 

PLAY THFtROTTERS & WIN 

It's a good feeling when 
you step up to the cashier's 
window and collect your 
winnings — and here's the 
book that tells you the 
•'HOWS” and “WHYS" of 
Harness Racing from A to 
Z. Written in simple language, easy to under- 
stand and follow. Find out about odds and how 
to get better odds — what the “Morning Line” 
means, the totalizer board and what it tells you. 
how to bet. different rystems of betting, testing 
the systems, whether to play to Win, Place or 
Show — and why. factors in Harness Racing and 
charts and summaries. Learn about the horses 
themselves, their reliability, their potential, the 
post position and the question of competition 

•»w!»Biaw?BM^w>a>af n< * OUS w V& * Ue 

PADELL BOOK CO., 104 . 125 E. 46 th St., N. Y. 17 
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pertoire every night but it’s a 
cinch she’ll work over at least 
one or two of her favorite 
themes. Any one of them will do, 
for basically they all point to 
the same flaw in Joe Smith, He 
isn’t much of a man. 

Repetition of the accusation, 
openly expressed or implied, soon 
has its effect. On the conscious 
level Joe may defend himself, 
argue that he does as well as the 
next fellow, even counter-attack 
by accusing his wife of cooking 
a lousy dinner. But subconsci- 
ously Joe’s ego is writhing in 
pain. There is truth in what Mrs. 
Smith has been saying. She sees 
through him. He really isn’t 
much of a man at that. 

Of course, the evening won’t 
be an unrelieved strain on their 
entire marital relationship. A 
noisy television comedian will 
probably make them laugh a lit- 
tle. A highball or two will give 
them a sense of well-being. By 
bedtime they will both be looking 
forward to the physical and 
emotional gratification they can 
find in each other. But when they 
come together in the embrace of 
man and wife — disaster strikes. 
Joe Smith finds himself unman- 
ned — impotent. 

Once . . . twice . . . three times 
. . . the bedroom tragedy repeats 
itself, and Joe is a man caught 
in the toils of nightmare. His 
wife is alternately kind and con- 
temptuous, but never under- 
standing. Both agree that there 
must be something physically 
wrong with Joe, and off to the 
doctor he goes. 

If Joe has been unluckv in his 
choice of a doctor, he will be ad- 
vised to go to a psychoanalyst. 
To his horror Joe will soon find 
himself paying out more money 
than he would have spent on the 
Cadillac and the split-level com- 
bined. The analyst will probe into 
his childhood, try to make Joe 
remember his toilet habits at age 
ten months and force him to 
decide that he always did hate 
his mother, his grandmother and 
his second cousin Mamie. For a 
year, maybe two, three or even 
more, Joe will pay out vast sums 
of hard-earned money, sweat 
over newly revealed sins of his 


buried past, and continue to be 
as sexually impotent as a ninety- 
year-old patriarch. 

On the other hand, if he has 
been lucky enough to go to the 
kind of doctor who seems to be 
growing more rare all the time, 
the doctor with a depth of under- 
standing that goes beyond the 
textbook and the laboratory, the 
manhood that seemed forever lost 
to Joe will, in all probability, be 
quickly regained. 

Beginning with a complete, 
thoroughly nosey and personal 
questioning, this doctor will soon 
bring out the facts that Joe works 
too hard, worries too much, 
doesn’t know how to relax and 
is taking an awful psychic beat- 
ting from his wife. Once he can 
make Joe see that he is paying 
too big a price for the life he is 
leading, the patient is saved. For 
with the exception of the minor- 
ity of cases which show histories 
of severe psychic trauma, the 
usual case of impotence presents 
a comparatively simple picture 
to the doctor with an observant 
eye, an attentive ear and a sym- 
pathetic heart. 

Most cases of impotence are 
temporary and readily responsive 
to intelligent treatment based on 
the elimination of the patient’s 
unfortunate living habits, nerve- 
wracking goals and endless self- 
recrimination for falling short of 
the standards set for him both 
by himself and his wife. But the 
doctor will only be able to help if 
the patient can be made to realize 
that without his sincere cooper- 
ation there can be no cure. What 
the patient must do in order to 
make a healthier mental and emo- 
tional life for himself will depend 
on the individual circumstances. 

In Joe Smith’s case it may only 
be necessary to make him realize 
that his sex life is more im- 
portant than a vice-presidency in 
the company and that his boss 
does not demand of him quite as 
much as Joe thinks he does. A 
talk with Joe’s wife may make 
her see how much she has con- 
tributed to Joe’s decline, and 
bring about her reform. Both 
may quickly learn that Joe’s well- 
being is more important than 
Cadillac, bigger, better houses 





MASTER KARATE, THE PERFECT PROTECTION 
Your Hands, Feet and Elbows are Transformed Into 
Weapons of Defense When You Know How To Use Them 


KARATE — will enable you to execute a blow, requiring a minimum of strength, 
to any one of thirty-seven key points of the body, that will disable, or temporarily 
paralyze an opponent. When you are a master of Karate, knives, clubs, or even 
guns, held at close range are useless against you. IN A FLASH YOU CAN DISARM 
AND RENDER YOUR OPPONENT COMPLETELY HELPLESS. Karate is the only violent 
form of Judo taught today. In this new, fully illustrated book, titled "Karate, 
open hand and foot fighting," Mr. Bruce Tegner, one of the world's leading 
Karate exponents, quickly and simply shows you how to become a Karate 
master. It’s actually easier to master than Judo. His step by step pictorial 
teaching method enables you to learn: 

1) Karate’s striking methods: Illustrations in this section show you how to 
make lethal use of your finger tips, elbows, knees,* heels and nine other 
parts of your body. 

2) Nerve Centers and Pressure Points: How to temporarily disable, stun or 
paralyze your opponent. 

3) Twelve Defenses against Simple Attacks. 

4) Twenty Defenses against Deadly Attacks. 

Clearly illustrated charts show you exactly where and 
how to strike. LEARN WHY JUDO EXPERTS r’EAR AND 
AVOID COMBAT WITH A KARATE MASTER. STEP ASIDE 
FOR NO MAN. WALK WITH CONFIDENCE. Let Mr. Tegner 
train you as he has successfully trained thousands of 
Others. KARATE IS DEADLY— KARATE IS PROVEN. Karate 
was devised by Buddhist Monks and preserved through 
the ages by men such as Mr. Bruce Tegner. START 
TODAY TO TURN YOUR OWN BODY INTO THE MOST 
EFFICIENT WEAPON AVAILABLE. Mail the coupon below 
and your copy of "Karate, open hand and foot-fighting" 
will be rushed to you by return mail. Read and examine 
the book for seven days at our risk. See for yourself 
how through the pages of this book you will increase 
your self-confidence, mental well-being, and all around 
physical being. You must be fully satisfied or you may 
return the book for a full refund. We are able to make 
this money-back offer because we know the amazing 
results thousands of people just like yourself have 
achieved by purchasing, and reading Bruce Tegner's 
"Karate". 


Yes, I want to become a Karate 
master. I enclose $2.98. Send 
my copy of Bruce Tegner’s 
“Karate, open hand and foot 
fighting" immediately. If the 
book isn't everything you say it 
is, I may return it within 7 days 
for a full refund. 

□ I am over 18 years of age or 
have my parents' — guardians’ 
permission to study Karate. 



$095 

M POCTAU PAID 

OR $3.00 DEPOSIT, 
ft BALANCE C.O.D. 


er massage 
can bring on 
such problems 
as pyorrhea, soft, 
irritated gums; 
it can result in loos- 
ening of teeth and bad 
breath. Send today 
for your personal, hy- 
gienic VIBRA-f INSER. 

SATISFACTION 
GUARANTEED 

or return within 5 days. 

ATLAS INDUSTRIES 

Dept 502 

iO Lexington Ave., New York 17.N. Y. 


SAFETY DEPOSIT 
BANK VAULT 





combination lock, and a 

sac rat shut-off, that insui 

. This safe is also supplied with 2 drawstring 
I bags for storing bills and coins, and has three 
separate shelves for storing valuables. For real prot 
tion, secrecy and privacy, this vault cannot be matchi 
Naturally, this special combination that opens this va_ 
is known only to you. Full money back guarantee if not 
100% delighted. Only $5.98 plus 36g shipping charges. 
Simply send cash, chMk or money order, or «-*“ 
C.O.D. from: 


Honor House Prod. Corp. 
Lynbrook, New York 


Dept AB-42 


and lots of money. 

In another case no results may 
be achieved unless the patient 
changes his job. Or his wife may 
be so far gone in selfish shrewish- 
ness that only a divorce will ever 
give the patient’s mutilated male 
ego a chance to recover. 

The important things to re- 
member is that the cases of this 
type account for the rise of sexual 
impotence in this country, that 
they can be helped to recovery, 
and that a change in our whole 
tempo of living would sharply 
reduce their occurrence. 

As for sexual impotence of a 
more severe and permanent na- 
ture, there are the cases that have 
their origins in mental and emo- 
tional disturbances, ranging all 
the way from deep neurosis to 
schizophrenia. Treatment of such 
cases are properly in the realm 
of trained psychiatrists. Restora- 
tion of sexual potency to these 
patients will almost be of second- 
ary importance compared to the 
giant task of solving the other 
problems their mental illnesses 
present. 

Finally, there are the cases of 
true, physical impotence. While 
these are not uncommon after 
middle age, they occur only in- 
frequently in the younger age 
group of our Joe Smith. Among 
the diseases and deformities re- 
sponsible for physical impotence 
are destruction of the spinal cord 
involving the erectile fibers, per- 
nicious anemia, untreated gonor- 
rhea or syphilis, atrophy of the 
testes that sometimes follows 
typhoid or scarlet fever, and de- 
formity of the penis, congenitally 
or resulting from accident. 

Any debilitating disease will re- 
duce sexual power. Oddly enough, 
the one exception is pulmonary 
tuberculosis. Many patients with 
this disease seem to have a tre- 
mendous sexual appetite and a 
robust capacity for performance. 
Unless curbed, however, their 
sexual indulgence will only ag- 
gravate the disease. 

Chronic congestion of the pros- 
tate gland is a frequently con- 
sidered cause of impotence. Uro- 
logists treat this condition with 
massage and diathermy, often 
with good but not always long 
lasting results. Some, medical 
men maintain that the benefits 


from such treatment are more 
likely psychological than physical. 

Ironically and inevitably, it is 
about the subjects that men un- 
derstand least that the greatest 
number of false notions spring 
up. Nor has the increase in the 
incidence of impotence been fol- 
lowed by a wider dissemination 
of scientific knowledge about this 
unfortunate affliction. Sad or 
funny may be the ideas the aver- 
age man has on the subject, but 
rarely true. Many men believe 
that certain drugs can cure im- 
potence and they become ready 
prey for the quack nostrom 
vendors who place double talking 
quick cure advertisements in 
magazines. In the last few years 
there has been much vague talk 
about sex hormones and their 
effectiveness as a quick spur to 
potency. What is not known is 
that these hormones are primari- 
ly of value in cases where a man’s 
own glands are not secreting 
adequate quantities of hormones. 
In most cases — those brought on 
by mental and emotional strains — 
hormone injections cannot do 
much to help. 

The notion that oysters and 
sea foods are wonderful builders 
of sexual power is almost equally 
fallacious. There are considerable 
quantities of healthful iodine in 
these foods but they can accom- 
plish little as a specific remedy 
for impotence. 

The fact about sex that men 
are most likely to forget is that 
its wellspring is in the mind. It 
is in the mind that desire first 
arises and it is there that the 
capacity for performance can be 
murdered. The damage we can- 
not see ourselves doing inside our 
minds we see manifested quickly 
enough in our bodies. It is hard 
for {he man in full possession of 
his sexual vigor to visualize him- 
self in any other state. Yet, as 
with so many other infirmities, 
what seems to strike suddenly 
has been a long time coming. The 
sexually healthy man couldn’t do 
himself a greater kindness than 
to periodically take stock of him- 
self, his mental and emotional 
habits and patterns. It is' the best 
way to avoid the mischief so many 
Joe Smiths bring on themselves. 

The End 
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Records for Party and Pleasure 



STORIES MOTHER NEVER TOLD YOU 
by BUZZY GREENE 
(FAXLP-1006) 

Just the record to put life in your 
party and spice in your life! Wom- 
en blush, girls scream, men roar 
with delight and approval as Buzzy 
Greene tells some of the wildest 
stories and gags you’ve ever 
heard. Hear every bit of torrid 
dialogue as he tells about the 
"Acrobat and Her Orange”, "The 
Gay Boys", ‘The Perfect Ass”, 
'The Bashful Bride", "Her Pink 
Seat”, “Jock & Jean”, and many, 
many others! 


SONGS FOR ADULTS ONLY 
by TERRI "CUP CAKE” O’MASON 
(FAXLP-1 Oil) 

Her sizzling tales of fun and 
frolic bring a new and titillating 
brand of sexcitement to party 
records. Terri is a gal with a 
deep, throaty, thrillingly intimate 
voice that sounds as if she's lean- 
ing up against your ear, her warm 
breath tingling your spine, as she 
sings, “He Liked To Nibble On 
My Cupcakes,” "The House Of 
Ill-Repute”, “I'm Late”, and many, 
many other naughty O'Mason 
originals. 


THE SHOCKING HUMOR 
Of BERT HENRY 
(FAXLP-1 01 2) 

Here are more than fifty bold and 
blushing scorchers by the fan- 
tastic Bert Henry. His “Kiss My 
Bluebird", "A Big Banana”, and 
“Case Of Rape” stories are laugh 
riots. When you find out what 
happens in “Room Sixty-Nine”, 
you'll roar. Other greats include 
his, "Easy Pick-Up”, “In Her 
Posse", "Snatch A Kiss”, "Pussy's 
In The Well”. The list is almost 
endless and every one is a gem! 


BACK FOR SECONDS 
with TERRI "CUP CAKE" O’MASON 
(FAXLP-1 014) 

She’s back with a wild sexorama 
of thrills, laughs and tingling 
double-entendre song and verse. 
Telling ofiiher travels, she sings, 
“. . . now I do it in Debuque tor 
just a dollar; sometimes as much 
as twenty times a day.” “Like Mr. 
Heinz”, she says, “I aim to please; 
fifty-seven varieties.” Hear all 26 
funtastic songs and verse. She’s 
great at parties; a torrid com- 
panion for an evening of long 
play! 



STORIES FOR SEX-MINDED MALES HOLLYWOOD'S MOST INTIMATE 
by BUZZY GREENE SMOKER STORIES by MISTER "X” 

(FAXLP-1 004) (FAXLP-1 01 5) 


Buzzy Greene, favorite of Holly- 
wood's fun-set, returns to tell 
some of his wildest and bawdiest 
gags and stories. Included are his 
most intimate party greats such 
as, “The Lost Toupee", "The Queen 
Termite", "The Navy Way", "Grave 
Digger's Delight”, "The Nudist 
Wedding", “The Nut Shop”, "The 
Stiff Finger", “A Bust In The 
Mouth”, "John's Other Wife”, 
"Peanuts”, "The Young Greek", 
and many, many others! 


This is the secret humor of a 
famous Hollywood personality who 
was persuaded by his intimate 
friends to record his scorching 
"special material” for posterity. 
These are the songs and limericks 
that have made him famous at 
those very private parties where 
Hollywood insiders gather to en- 
joy some super-charged ribaldry 
after hours. His name remains a 
secret unless, of course, you can 
recognize his voice! 


FAX RECORD COMPANY, DEPT. ,I8 

5880 HOLLYWOOD BLVD., HOLLYWOOD 28, CALIF. 

Gentlemen: Please rush me the records I have checked below. 

Enclosed find $ ( ) cash, ( ) check, 

( ) money order, payment in full. (All orders shipped postage 
prepaid.) (Sorry, No C.O.D.'s.) ALL RECORDS GUARANTEED. YOUR 
MONEY REFUNDED IN FULL, AT ONCE IF YOU ARE NOT DE- 
LIGHTED! (Indicate order below.) 

□ FAXLP-1006 "STORIES MOTHER NEVER TOLD YOU" 

by Buzzy Greene (Adam #1) 

□ FAXLP-1011 "SONGS FOR ADULTS ONLY" 

by Terri "Cup Cake" O'Mason (Adam #2) 

□ FAXLP-1012 “THE SHOCKING HUMOR OF BERT HENRY" (Adam #3) 

□ FAXLP-1014 "BACK FOR SECONDS" 

with Terri "Cup Cake" O'Mason (Adam #4) 

□ FAXLP-1 004 “STORIES FOR SEX-MINDED MALES" 

by Buzzy Greene (Adam y*5) 

n FAXLP-1015 "HOLLYWOOD’S MOST INTIMATE SMOKER STORIES" 

Mr. "X” (Adam #6) 

Indicate which of the following you desire: 

Q 33Vj RPM HIGH FIDELITY RECORD ALBUMS. . @ $ 5.98 ea. 
□ MONAURAL TAPES @> $10.95 ea. 


N»me Age 


City Zone State 

Please print. California residents add 4% state sales tax. 


/# lf Husbands 
Only Knew— #/ 

If husbands only knew how much they are missing they would 
not wait another moment to read “Sex Fulfillment in Marriage.” 
Many men (even those who have been married a long time) don't 
get half the delight because they don’t know the knack of sexual 
intercourse! 

WHO IS TO BLAME? 

But this is not all. What of the wife? In all-too-many cases she 
is cheated out of her sex rights. The sex act becomes a one-sided 
affair. The husband thinks his wife is at fault. The wife thinks her 
husband is to blame. The marriage itself is in danger! 

TELLS WHAT TO DO AND HOW 

Actually both mUst learn exactly what to do before, during, and 
after sexual intercourse. In “Sex Fulfillment in Marriage,” Dr. E. R. 
Groves gives detailed directions to both husband and wife. 

Using plain words, this famous Marriage Counsellor tells what 
must be done, and what must not be done! The “Secrets" of sex 
life are clearly revealed, husband and wife fall in love anew-the 
home is held together! Worry and anxiety disappear. 

Sex mastery replaces doubt. Married life becomes doubly delight- 
ful because the joys of marriage are shared by both! 

MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE 

Mail coupon for 3 days’ free reading of “Sex Fulfillment in Mar- 
riage." If not delighted, return it. You do not risk a penny! Mail 
coupon now! 

SEX CHARTS AND EXPLANATIONS 

So that you may know exactly how the organs work there 
are detailed pictures of sex anatomy (male and female sex 
organs) to illustrate the text. These show clearly what is im- 
portant for each partner to know about own and other's 
sexual makeup. The illustrations are scientific and accurate. 


MAIL COUPON ffOW/ 


1 me "Sex Fulfillment in Marriage." hy Dr. E, R. Groves and others, in 
tvrapper marked "Personal." 1 will pay $2.98 and a few cents delivery 
•• I MI ST lit: lit) I. Ill HTEI) or I will return book within 5 days and you 
fund purchase price. 1 1 am over 21 years old.) 


□ CUKt’K MERE if you wish to inclox. 
‘ivory charKos. (Same Money- hack C 
(Canadian & foreign o 


y $2. Six with coupon, thus 


LATEST SEX FACTS 


Part of Contents 

The Sex Side of Marriage. 

Sex Organs-Details. 

Disappointed Wives. 

Need for Satisfactory Sex Life in 
Marriage. 

Sex Rights of Married Couples. 

The Female Sex Organs: 

Described and Explained. 

The Male Sex Organs: 

Described and Explained. 
Sensation-Providing Areas. 

When Sex Power Fails. 

Techniques of Sexual Intercourse. 
Effect on Wife; on Husband. 

Sex Intercourse Must be Learned. 
When Husband and Wife Cannot Keep 
Pace. 

Frequency of Intercourse. 

The Right to Refuse. 

Unequal Sex Desire, 

Pregnancy. 

When A Child is Wanted. 

Safest Position During Pregnancy. 
Intercourse After the Change of Life. 
Truth About Birth Control. 

Sex Relations Before Marriage. 
Temporary Loss of Sex Power. 

Value of Love-Play. 

Driving One's Lover into the Arms of 
Another. 

Sexual Slowness in Women. 

Sexual Stimulation Methods. 

Signs of Sex Desire. 

The Unresponsive Wife. 

The Bridal Night. 

Positions for Sex Intercourse. With 
Rocom mendat ions. 

The Several "Steps" of Coitus. 
Prolonging Sex Union. 

Coitus Without Orgasm. 

Easing Sex Tension. 

Impotence. 

The Frigid Wife. 

Making the Honeymoon Last Forever. 
The Climax of the Sex Act. 



AMERICAN MEDICAL OPINION 

''The scientific and yet easily readable approach 
to this subject makes this a volume that can 
. recommended.” — JOURNAL OF THE 

AMERICAN MEDICAL ASSOCIATION. 






B-6 THE 
EMPRESS- 

Designed 
give you I 


B-8 THE 
DAREDEVIL — 

’ Strapless satin 
plunges as low 
as you dare, 
while the 
stitched cups 
give your curves 
an exciting 
cleavage, 32 to 
38. a,b,c. 3.98 


B-1 PROMESSE 

—Lifts, controls 
yet frees your 

Black nylon lact 
and satin half 
bra, 32 to 38 ■ 

3.98 


G-1 DARING TRAPEZE 

— There's danger 
lurking in every fold 
of sheer black 
double nylon. The 
way the bewitching 
lace bodice molds 
your curves just 
asks for trouble! But i 
you dare . . . you'll lov 


of witchery ii 
black, sizes I 
to 30. 2.98 


undercups that 
silhouette to 


B-7 THE UP- 
BEAT —Strap- 
less charmer 


while center 
cleavage 
plunges low, in 

manner. Sheer 


and net. lifts, 
molds and 
holds you in 
fabulous form. 


P-3 CHA-CHA- 

BOOM — Little 
black mambe 
panties with 
rows of flirty 
ruffles. Sheer 
nylon, also in 


S-t FRENCH FLIRT — Oo-la-l 
hip skirt, flouncing in nylon 
tricot and lace. Black or red 
and black, sizes 22 to 30. 

3.98 


P-2 SWEET- 
HEART SCANTY 

—So romantic! 
A double 
jeweled heart. 

lace, tied with 
petite panties 
Black or redT' 


HIGH STEPPERS — Tall, tall 
heels, designed to make 
your ankles look tiny. 

Black patent, sizes 4 
. to 11 AA to 0, each is 
\ 24.95 JM 


sculptures an 
alluring 
silhouette with 
hidden boning 


1 an He*’ dPPaiee Dept 1353 
i 480 Lexington Avenue, New York 17, N. Y. 

Please send me the following order, postpaid. 
C.O.D.'s require 25% deposit 


0-2 MOULIN ROUGE 

— This creation is 
a must for that 
truly naughty feel- 
ing. A sheer peek 
through French de- 
light with match- 

black only. 

s S5.9B 


COLOR 


enclosing $- 


CASH □ CHECK □ M.O. □ 


Address. 

City 


Um/wce 


Says: "lei me make your life exciting 
*; with my newest creations!” _ 



For Real Job Security — Get an I. C. S. Diploma! 


IT TAKES A REAL 
MAN TO WIN AN 
I.C.S. DIPLOMA! 

Here’s training for the man who can take it 
“straight”— without the fancy trimmings. 

With I.C.S., your “classroom” is your home. 
Your “laboratory” or “shop” is the place you 
work. Every minute you spend is productive— no 
commuting, no long-winded discussion groups, 
no waiting for slower students to catch up. 

You gauge your progress not by marks and 
grades alone but by pay boosts and promotions. 
And these are likely to come fast. 

This is the most demanding kind of training. 
You select your own subjects, set your own pace, 
apply what you learn to your own specific needs 
—all while holding down a full-time job and 
possibly supporting a family. 

Is it any wonder that men who can win I.C.S. 
diplomas often turn out to be leaders in their 
fields? I.C.S. has more of its former students 
now in supervisory and management positions 
than any other school. 

It takes a real man to win an I.C.S. diploma. 
And the first step is mailing the coupon. Such 
a simple act sounds easy. Actually, it’s the one 
thing that separates the “planners” from the 
“plodders.” If you’re the man we think you are, 
you’ll mail the coupon NOW. 

Accredited Member. 

I. C. S., Scranton 15, Pcnna. National Home Study Council 





